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| The Prologue. 


ps CHORUS. 
'T” houſbolds both alike in ignit, 


( 1n faire Verona, where we lay ouy Scene) 

From ancient grudge byeake tonew mutiny, 
Where crvwill blood makes cruill bands uncleane. 
From forth the fatall loines of theſe two foes 
A parreof ftarre-croft lovers take their life, 
whoſe miſaduventur'd prteom overthrowes 
 Doth with their death barie theiy Parems ftrife. 
The fearefull paſſage of thery death-marki love, 
And the continuance of they Parents rage, 

which but their childrens end nought could yemove, 
| Is nowthe two howres trafficke of our Sthge; 
The which if you with patient eaves at 


what here ſbal miſſe, our role ſhall ftireve romend. 
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THE MOST EXCEPEL- 
LENT AND LAMENTABLE 


Hiſtorie of Rome o and 
J Uu L THT. 


Enter Sampſon and Gregotie with Swords and Buck/ert, 
of the Howſe of Capuler. 


* Amp. Gregorie, On my word wee'll not carrie 
Greg, No, for then we ſhould be Colliers. 
Samp.1 meanc,and we be in choler wee'll draw. 


<B>@-9 Greg.1, while you live draw your necke out of the 
collar. | 


 Samp. I tnike quickly being moved. 
Greg. Butthonart notquickly moyed to ſtrike. 
Samp. A dogge of the houſe of Mowntague moves me. 


Greg. To move istoftirre, andtobe valiant is to ſtand, 
Therefore ifchou art moved thou runn't away. 


Samp. A dogge of that houſe ſhall move meto land. 
I will cake the wall of any man or maide of Mowntagues. 


Greg. That ſhewes theea weake ſlave, for the weakeſt goes 


tothe wall. 

Samp. Tis true, and therefore women being the weaker ve\- 
ſels areever thruſt ro the wall : therefore 1 will puſh Mont «- 
gues men from the wall, and thruſt his maidesto the wa!l. 

Greg. The quarrel] 1s between our Maſters and-us their men. 

Samp. Tis all one;I will ſhew my ſelfe a Tyrant, when I have 


fought with the men] will be cruellwiththe maid $,1 will cur off 
rheir heads. 1 af | 


Greg. The heads ofthe maids. | 
A 2 | Sep. 
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The moſt.lamentable Tragedy 
-Samp.1, the headsofthe maides,or their maiden-heads,take 
tin what ſenſe thou wilt. 
Greg. They muſttake it in ſenſe thar feele it 
Samp. Mee they ſhallfeele while lamable to ſtand; and 'tis 


 knowne Iam a pretty pieceof fleſh. 


Greg.'Tis well chouart nor fiſh ; if chou-hadt , thou had 
beene poare John : draw thy toole , here comes of the houſe of 
I ountagner. | 

Enter two other Servingmen, 

Samp. My naked weapon is opt,quarrell, I will backe thee, 

Greg. How, turne thy backe and runne ? 

S amp. Feare me not. | 

Greg. No marrie, I feare thee! 

Samp. Let us take the Law of our ſides, let thembegin. 

Greg. Iwillfrownas I paſſe _ ler chem rake it ag they lift. 

Samp. Nay as they dare:Iwill bite my thumb at chem,which 
is adiſgrace to them 1f they beare ic, 

- Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at ns fr ? 
 Samp.1doebite my thumb fir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumbe ar ns fir ? 

Samp. 1s the law on our fide if I fay I? 
Greg. No. | 
Samp. No fir, Idoe not bite my thumbe ac you fir, but I bite 
my thumbe fir. 
| Greg. Doe youquarre!] (ir ? 
Abra. Quarrell fir, noſur. 
Samp.Bur if you doe fir, I am for you , Iferve as good a man 


as you. 

eAbra.No better. 
 Samp. Wellfir. Enter Benvolio. 

G reg. Say berrer, here comes one of my Maſters kinſmen, 
Samp. Yes better fir. 
Abra. You lie. + 
Samp.Draw if you be men , Gre ory remember thy (waſhing 

blovy. s þ ex fight. 


| Ben. Part fooles,pnt up your ſwords, you know not what you 


Enter 
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— of Romeo and Julier, 


Tibalt,What?art thou drawne theſe hearrleſſe hindes? 
Turne thee Bexvolie;looke upon thy death. 
Bem, ] doe bur keepe the peace, pur up thy ſword, 
Or mannage it to parc theſe men with me. 
T6. What drawne and talke of peace? I hate the word, 
A$Lbatchell, all oxnragwuer,and thee; 1 
Have at thee Coward. 
Enter three or foure Citizens with clubs ar partiſans. 
Offi. Clubs , bal ls, and part] ſans , ſtrike , beat them down! 
Downe with the Capslers, downe with the Mowntaguer. 
Emer old Capulet in his gowne, and bus Wife. 
(<p. What noiſe is this? give me my long {word hoe. 
Wife. A crutch, a crutch , why call you for aſword? 
Cap. My ſword I ſay,old Mowntague is comes 
And flouriſhes his blade in ſpight of me. 
5 - Emer old Mountague and bus Wife. 
 Moxn. Thou villaine Capslet : hold me nor, let me goe — 
AM.Wife 2. Thou ſhalt nor tir one foot to ſecke a foe. 
Emer Prince Eskales, with hu traine. 
| Praxce. Rebellions ſubjefts, enemies to peace, 
_ * Profaners of this neighbour-tiained (teele. 
Will they not heare ? what hoe, you men, you beaſts, , 
Thar quench the fire of- your pernicious rage 
With purple fountaines iſſuing from your veines, 
On paine of corture, from chote bloody hands 
Throw your miſtemper'd weapons to the ground, 
And heare the ſentence of your moved Prince. 
Three civill brawles bred of an ayrie word, 
' thee old Capulet and Monntague, 
avethrice diſturb'd the quier of our fireets, 
And made YVeroza's ancient Citizens 
Caſt by their grave beſeeming ornaments, 
To wield old partiſans in hands as 01d, 
Ted with peace, to part your cancred hate: 
It ever you diſturbour (ireers againe, 
Your lives ſhall pay the forteir ofrhe peace. 


A3 | For 


The moſt lamentable Tragedy 


For this time all rhe reſt depart aWay: 

You ("apsler (ſhall goe along with me, | 
And Aſountague comeycu this afternoons, © - 
To know our turther pleaſure in this caſe, 

To old Free-Towne, our common judgement place. 
Once more on paine of dearh all men deparr. 


| | Exon. 
Aeunt, Who ſer this ancient quarrell new abroach? 
_ Speake Nephew, were you by when it began? 
Hen. Here were thejervants of your adverſary 
And yours rioſe fighting ere I cd approach; 
I drew to part them, mche inſtant came 
The fiery Tibalt with his fword prepar'd, 
Which as he breath'd defiancero my cares, 
He ſwong abour his head and cut the windes, 
Whonothing hurt withall;hifs'd bim inſcorne ; 
W hile we were enterchangingrthrafts and blowes, 
Camemore and more, me fought on part and patr, 
Till the Prince came, who parted either parr. 
Wife. O where is Reweo, ſaw you himro day? 
 Righrgladam lhe was norar tinsfray, * | 
Ben. Madam, an honre before the worſhipt ſunne 
Peerd forth the goldenwindow of the Eaſt, 
A troubled minqe drave me to walke abroad, 
Where underneath the grove of Sycamore 
That Weſtward rooterh from this City ſide, 
So early walking did 1 fee your Sonne : = 
Tow'sd. him I made ; but b was wareof me, 
And ſtole intothe covert of the wood. 
1 meaſuring his affections by my owne, | 
Which then moſt ſonght where moft might not be found, 
Being one t0O many by my weary lelte, 
Purſu'd my Eumour, noc purſoing his, 
Andgladly ſhunn'd , whogladly fled from me. 
Aount. Many a morning hath he there been ſeene, 
With teares avgmenting the freſh mornings dew, 


Adding to clouds more clonds with bis deep bghes, 
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of Romeo and Juliet, ; — 4 


Bur all ſo ſoone as the all cheering Sonng, >. 
Should inthe farthelt Eat beginto dray.- 
The ſhadie curtaines from aAvrera's bed, | 
Away from light teales home my heavie ſonne, 
And private in his chamber pens himlelfe, 
Shars up his windowes, lockes faire day-lightow, 
And makes himfeltean artificial] night. 
Blacke and portendous mult this humour prove, 
Unleſſe good counſell may the cauſe. remove. 
Ben. My noble unkle doe you-know che canle ? 
Aonn. 1 neither know 1t , Rot ca@ Jearne ot him, 
Ben, Have you importun'd him by any meanes ? 
Afonn. Both by my (elte and matty other friends, 
Bnt he his owne A NicogConnfealiee - : 
Is tro himſelfe (I will nos ſay-how erne)- _ | p 
Bur to himſelfe (o ſecret and fo cloſe, | 
So farre from ſounding and diſcovery. 
Asis the bud bit with anenvious worme, 
Ere he can ſpread his ſweer leaves: EOINCAITE, 
Or dedicate his beauty ro the ſamee -:-  ; *F.-1 
Could we bur learne from whence his fortomos grom, 
We would as willingly give cure as know: 
Emer Romeo. 
Ben. See where he comes; ſo pleaſe you tep aſe, 
Tle know his grievance or be mach deni'd, 
Moms. ] would thou wert fo happyby thy ay, 
To heare true ſhrift : Come Madam lets away. 
Exewnt. 
Benvol. Good morrow Conſn. 
Rom. Is theday fo young ? 
Ben. Bur new (trooke nine. 
Rom. Ay me,ſ2d houres ſeeme long : 
Was that _ facher that wept hence 10 _ ? 
Bew. It was : what iadneſle | 


houres 2 


: Rem. Not havi ing that, Which i ing make them ſhort. 
: Ben, 1n bs 
) Rom, Our, 4 | 
- Sen. Of loxe? wy Rom. 


. PO SO ne "I 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedy 


Rom. Ont of her favour where I am in love. 
Bens. Alas that love lo gentle in his view, 


. Shouldbeſo tyrannous and rough in proofe / 


Row, Alas that love, whoſe view is mud till, 
Should withont eyes ſce pathwayes to his will / 
\Where ſhall we dine? O me, what fray was here ? 
Yettell me nor, for I have heard it all : 

Here's much to doe with hare, but more with love : 


_ WhythenO vv > A , O loving hate, 


O any thing of nothing firſt created, 
O heavie lightneſle, ſerious vanity, 
Miſhapen Chaos ofwell ſeeming formes» 
Feather of lead,bright moke, cold fire, ſicke bealth, 
Still waking ſleepe; that is not what it is. 
This love feele I, that feele no love in this. 
Doſt thou not laugh ? 
Ben. No Coze, I rather weepe. 
Rom. Good hearr at what ? 


Ben. At thy good hearts oppreſſion. 
Rem. Why inch is loves tranigrefſion. 


| Grietes of my owne lye heavie in my breaſt, 


Which thou wilt propagate to have it preſt 

With more of thine : 'this love that thou haſt ſhowne, 
Doth adde more griefe ro roo much of mine owne. 
Love is a ſmoke made with the fume of fighes, 
Being purg'd, a fire ſparkling in lovers eyes ; 

Being vext, a fea nouriſht with loving teares : 

Whar is it elſe ? a madneſle moſt diſcreer, 


A choking gall, and a preſerving ſweer. 
_ Farewell my Coze. 


Ben, Soft,T will goe along, 

Andif you leave me lo you doe me ; 

Rom. Tut, I have loſt my felfe, I am not here, 
This 1s not Reweo, hee's ſome other where, 
Bezx. Tell me infadneſle, who is that you love? 
Rem. What ? ſhall I groane and cell thee? 
Ben. Grone, why no, but fadly tell me who. 


, — ——_——— 


of Romeo «nd Juliet: © 
| Row. Bid a ficke man in ſadnefle make his will: 
A word ill urgdto one that is foill: 
In ſadneſſe coufin I doe love a woman. 
Bex.1aym'd ſo neare when I ſuppos'd you lov'd. 
Roms. A right good marke-man : and ſhee's faire I loye, 
Ben, Aright faire marke, faire Coze, is ſooneſt tut. 
Rom, Well,inthat hit you miſſe ; ſhee'll not be hir 
With Cmpiad-s arrow, ſhe hath Diexs wit: 
And in ſtrong proofe of chaſtity well arm'd, 
From loves weake childiſh bow ſhee lives uncharm'd : 
She will nor ſtay the ſiege of loving tearmeg, 
Nor bide th' incounter of aſſailing eyes, 
| Noropeher lap to Saint ſeducing gold: = 
 O ſhes rich in beanty, onely poore, \ 
That when ſhe dyes,with beauty dyes her ſtore. 
Ben. Then ſhe hath ſworne that ſhe will (Hl live chaſt. 
Rom. Sheehath, and in that ſparingemakes buge waſt, 
For beauty ſterv'd with her ſeverity, 
Cuts beautyoff from all poſterity. 
Shee is t00 faire, ton wile, wiſely tos faire, 
To merit bliſſe by making medeſpaire: 
She hath forſworne to love, and in chat vow, 
Doe 1 live dead, that live to cell it now. 
Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to thinke ef her. 
Roms. O teach me how I ſhonld forger to thinke 
Ben. By giving libertie unto thine eyes, : 
Examine ot Aa cnn __ | 2) ile - 
Rew.'Tis the way to call hers (exquiſite) in 10N MOre2 
Theſe happ Marker cha kiſle faire Ladle browes, 
 Beingblacke, pnt us in mindethey hide the faire: 
 Hethar1s ſtrucken blinde cannot forger 
The precious treaſure of his eye-ſight loſt. 
Shew mea Miftris that is paſſing faire, 
Whar Coth her beanty ſerve, bur as a noce, 
Where may read who paſt that paſſing faire? 
| Farewell, thou canſt not reach meco forger. FP 
Ben, 'He pay that doAtine,or _ dye indebr, * FExennt. 


The moſt Lemeniable Tragedy 
Entey Capuler, 
Cap. And Monntague is bound as well av], 
In penalty alike, and tis net hard , ]thinke, 
For men to old as we to keep the peace. 
P ay. Of honourable reckoning are youboth, 
And pitie 'tis you hv'd at ods (© long, 
Bur now my Lord what lay yonto my ſuite ? 
Cap. Bur laying O'rew nr £ | have ſaid before: 
My childe 1s yet a ſtranger inthe world, 
Shee hathnot feene the change of forrreene yecres : 
Let rwo more Summers wither 1n their pride 
Ere we may thinke her ripe robe a Bride. 
Pars. Younger than the are happy morhers made. 
(ap: And too ſoone mar'd are thoſe to early made: 
The earth bath ſ\walew'd alimy hopes bur ſhe, 
She is the hopeſull Lady of my earth : 
Bur wooe her gentle Pers, get her heatt, 
My willto her conſent is bur apart: 
And ſhe agree, within her ſcope ob chotce 
 Lyes my conſent, and faire according voice. 
Thi $ night | hold anold accuſtomed feaſt, 
W hereto I have invite mary a > 
Such as I love, and you among the thore, 
- One more (molt welcome) makes 
_ Ar my poore houſe loske to beheld ring night) 
Earth treading ſarres,thac make darke heaven light : 


' Such comfort as doe luſty young men fecle, 


When well deAprilon rheheele 

Of limping winter ;cven ſnch delight 
Among freſh Fennell beds ſhall you'this night 
' Inherit at my houſe, heare all, allce, 

And likelber moſt whoſe merit molt ſhall be: 
Whichon more view of nk — 
May Rtand 1 in number, rhoug 


with me: — 
Ire, OS Sade thoſe perſons Ou 


CO 
fa 
What name avericcen there, ro them fy, 


Paris, ad the Clawne.. 


number more : 


of Romeo «xd Juliet: | "TOY 
My houſe and welcome on their pleaſure tay 


Exits 
Sey, Find them one whoſe names are written. Here it is writ- 
ren, that the ſhoo-maker ſhould meddle with his yard , and che 
raylerwith his Laſt, the fiſher with his penſill, and the painter 
with his ners. Brut Iam ſent co finde thoſe perſons whoſe names 
are here writ, and can never find what names the writing perion 
hath here writ (I muſt tothe learned) in good time. 
 Emtey Benvolio and Romeo. | 
Bey. Tur man, ore fire burnes out anothers burning. - 


One paine is leſned by anorhers angniſhi — - 
Turne giddy, and be holpe by backward turning, 
One deſperate griefe cures with anothers languiſh : 
Take thou ſome new infeAion tothe eye, 
And the ranke poyſon of theold will dye. 
Roms. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for thar. 
Ben. For what I pray thee? 
Ron. For your broken ſhin. 
Ben. Why Romeoartthon mad? : 
Rem. Not mad , but bound more than a mad man is, 
Shur up in priſon, kept without my food, 
W hipt and rormented, and Goddengood fellow. 
Ser. Godgigoden, I pray frcan you reade? 
Rom. ], mine owne inmy nuſery, - 
Ser. Perhaps you have learned it withont booke, 
Bur I pray can youread any thing you ſee? 
Rom. 1,if I know the lerrers and the language. 
Ser. Ye ſay honeſtly, reft ye merry. 
Rom, Stay fellow, I can read. 
He reads the Letter, 
> _ Marrino,and hu wife & danghters;ConnyAnſelme 
and his beauteous fifters ; the Lady widdow — 
ef 


mer PlacentiO,and hy lovely Neeces; Mercntio and bis brot 
Valentine;wine xncle Capulet his wiſe andedanghters; my faire 
Niece Roſaline,Livia; Seignenr Valentio, and xs coufin Tibalr ; 
Lucio, a»dthe lively Helena. A 


A faire aflembly, whuther ſhonld chey come ? 7 
I : B 2 Ser. 
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The moſt lamenteble Tragedy 
Ser. Up. 
Rom. Whither? co ſnpper ? 
S 14) To oor houſe. 

Rom, W hoſe houſe ? 

Ser, My Maſters. 

Rom. Indeed I ſhould have askrt you that before. 

Ser, Now Ile cell you without asking : My Maſter 1s the 
great rich Capwler, & if you be not of the houſe of Mowntagnes, 
I pray come and cruſh a cnp of wine. Reſt you merry. 

Bex. At this ſame ancient feaſt of ('apslets, 

Sups the faire Roſa/ive whom thou (o loveſt, 
W ith all the admired beanties of Verona : 
Goe thither, and with unarrainted eye 
Compare her face with ſome that I {hall ſhew, 


And ]Iwill make thee thinke thy ſwan a crow. 


Rom. When the devour Religion of mine eye, 
Maintaines ſuch falſhood , then tarne teares to fre, 
And theſe who often drown'd could never dye, 
Tranſparent Herertick: s be burn for liars. 


- Onefairer than my love / thi all-ſeeing Sun 
 Ne're faw her match, ſince firſt the world _— 
ng Dy» 


Ben. Tut, you faw her faire none elſe bei 
Her (elfe pois'd with her ſelfe in either eye : 


Bur in that Chryſtall ſcales ler there be watgh'd, 


Your Ladies love againſt ſome other maide 
Thar I will ſhew you ſhining ac this feaſt, 
And ſhe ſhall ſcant ſhew well that now ſhewes beſt. 
Re,lle goe along no ſuch fight ro be ſhowne, 
Bur co repoice in ſplendor of mine owne. 
Enter Capulets Wife and Nurſe. 
Wife. Nurie, where's my daughter ? call her forth tomee. 
Nurſe. Naw by my maiden-head at twelve yeeres old I had 
hey : comewhat Lamb, what Lady-bird,God forbid - 
Where's thu Girle ? what Juliet. Emer Juliet. 
«/;. How now ? who calls? 
urſe. Towr Mother. 
J=ls. Madam Iam here, what is yous 


wall? 


Wife. 


of Romeo xd Julier. T- 

wife. This isthe- matter. Nurſe give leave a while, wemuſt 
raſke1n ſecret, Nurſe come backe againe, I have reinembred me; 
chou'ſe heare our counſe!}. Thou know'tt my daughter's ofa pret- 


ty Ns | 
urſe. Faith I can tell her age unto an howre. 
Wife. Shee's not fourereene, : 
Nurſe. '/le /ay fourteene of my teeth , andyet to my teene be it 
ſpoken, [ have bat fore; ſhee's not foureteens. 
"I long u it now to Lammast1de? 
iſe. A fortnight and odde dayes. fo 
Nurſe. Even or odd,of all daies inthe yeey tome Lammas Eve 
« at night ſhall ſhe be fourteen. Sulan and (he,God veſt all Chriſtian 
ſoules were of an age. Well;Snian i with Godſhe was too good for 
me. But, as [ ſaid? on Lammas Eve 4t-night ſhall ſhe be fourteen, 
then ſhall ſhee marry , 1 remember it well. 'T i fince the Earth- 
quake now eleven yeores ; and ſhewas wean d,l never ſhall forget 
it ,of all the dayes inthe yeere upon that day © in I bad then laid 
wormewood to my dig , fitting in the ſun the Dove-howſe 
wall : my Lord and yen were then at Mantua, nay / doe beare 4 
braine.But as I ſaid when it did tafte the wormewood on the nip- 
ple of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty foole to ſee it teachie, and 
fall ont with the dug : Shake quoth the dove-bowſe,twas noneed 
1 trow to bid me trudge : and fincethat time it is oleven yeeres, 
for then ſhe could ſtand alone, _ by th' rood ſhee could have run 
and wadled all aboxt : for even the day before ſhe broke her brow, 
and then my huchand, God be with his ſoule, a was a merry man, 
took mp the child, yea,quoth be,doeft thou fall upon thy fate?thow 
wilt fail backward when thou haſt more wit, wilt thow not ule? 
and by my holidamthe pretty wretch left crying and' ſaid,I : to 
ſee now how a jeft ſhall come about. I' warrant and [ ſhall live 4 
thouſand yeeres I never ſhould forget it : wilt thou not Jule,quoth 
he ? and pretty foole it tinted and ſaid, I, | 
Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 
Nurſe. Jes Madam, yet I cannot chuſe but lanugh,to thinke it 
ſhowld leave crying and ſay,l;& yet I warrant it bad on it brow a+ 
bump 4s big 44 a young cockrels ftone,a perillous knock, & it cried 
bitterly : ye4,quoth my uſb and,falft upon thy faceshou wilt fall 
"I B 3  back> 


edt. Awe. A. Anh. at 
—— 


The mo f lamentable Tragedy 
backward when thox commeſt to age wilt thon not Jule? it fine 


ted and ſaid 1. 6-1: 


Nous And tint choutoo; I pray thee Nurſe,fay 1. 


urſe. Peace, 1 have done: God marke thee.to hu grace thou 


waſt the prettieſt babe that ere F rurit ,and | might live to ſee 


thee married once, | have my wiſh. 
O14d La. Mary that marry 4s the very Theame 
I came to ralke of : tell me daughter Falter, 
How ftands your diſpoſitions tobe married ? 
Fl. It is an houre that I dreame nor of. _ 
Nurie, An houre | were net. lonely Nurſe , I wonld ſay thor 


 badfſt ſuckt thy wi(dome from thy teat. 


Old La. Well, thinke of Marriage. now, younger than you 


' Here in Verona, Ladies of eſteeme, 


Are madealready mothers by my count : | 
I was your motber much upoa theſe yeares 
That you are now a maide : chus then inbricfe, 
The valiant Pars (cekes you for his love. - 
Nurle. A man young Lady,Lady, ſuch 6 man as allthe world, 
Why hee's a man of waxe. OE 
Old La. Verona's Summer hath not ſuch a flower. 
Nurſe. Nay hee's a flower, we faith a very flower: 
Old La.'W hat ſay you? can you love the Gentleman ? 


This night you ſhall behold him ar our Feaſt, 


Reado're the volume of young Pars face, 

And finde delight writ | wa with beauties pen, 
Examine every ſeveral! lineamentr, 

And ſee how one another lends content : 
'And what obſcur'd inthis faire Volume lyes, 
Finde written in the margen: of his eyes. | 
This precions booke of love, this unbound lover, 


To beautifie him onely lackes a Cover. 
The fiſh lives in the ſea, and 'tis much pride, 
For faire without the faire within to hides © 


That booke in many eyes doth ſhare —_— 
That in gold claſpes lockes in the golden Rory : 


So ſhall you ſhare all that he dath poſlefie, 


—_— 


of Romeo avd Julier, 
By baving him, making your &fenolefſe. 
Nur ſe. Ns lefte, nay bugger womengrowby men, 
Old Ls. Speake briefly, can yo like of Pars love ? 
Juli. Ile looketo like, if looking likingmove. 
But no more deepe will I endart nmnneeye, 
Than your conſent gives ſtrength romakeir flpe. Fater ſerving. 
y 5 
Serving, Madam, the gueſts are come, ſupper ſerv'd up, you 
calld, my young Lady askr for , the Nurfe curit in the Pantry, 
and every thing in extremity : I muft hence ro wair, 1 beſeech 
you follow ſtrait, - | : 
Aſo. We follow thee : J-liertbe Counrie ſtayes. 
N=srſe. Goegirle, ſecke happy nights ro happy dayes. 
| __ Exemnm. 
Enter Romeo,Mercutio,Benvolio,with five or /ixe other 
Mackers, T orch-bearers. © 
Rons. Whar ? ſhall this ſpeech be tpoke for our excuſe ? 
Oc thall we on without Apology ? | | 
Bey, The dateis one of fuch proliziry, 
Wee'll have no Cupid hood-winke with a skarfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted bow of Lath, . 
Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper- : 
Bur let them meaſurens by wiac chey will; 
Wee'll mealure therva meaſure and be gone. - 
Rom. Give me a Torch , Jam norforthis ambling; 
Being bur heavie Twill bearerke ligtit» 
Alter. Nay gentle Romeo, we mult have you dance, 
Roms. Not I believe me, you have dancing ſhooes: 
Witch nimble ſoles ; Lhave a fonleof lead: 
So ſtakes me to the ground I cannot move.. 
Mer. You are a Lover , borrow Frpids wings, 
And ſore with them above a common bound. '. 
Roms. Famcoo foreempearced withihis (haft,. 
To ſoare withhis lighr feathers ; and ſo bound}: 
Tcarmor bound a puck: above dull woe, 
Under lovesheavie burthendoe | finke. 
- fer, Androfinke in icſhonkd yonburthen love; 
Too greavopprethon foratenderihing. 0, 


Romes, 


The moſt Iomentable Tragedy 
Rops. Is love a tender thing ? ir igtoo hes! 
it prickes like thorne. 


Too rude, too boiſterous, 
Mer.If love be rough with you, be with love 


Prick love for pricking, and you bear love downe. 
Give me a caſe toput my vilage in, 
A viſor for a viſor : what care I 


 \ What curious eye doth quore deformities, 


Here are the beerle-browes ſhall bluſh for me. 
Ben.Come knock and enter, and no fooner in, 

Bur every man berake himto his legges. 

Rom. A torch for me, let wantons lighe of heart 

Tickle the (enſelefle ruſhes with cheir heeles , 

For I am proverb'd with a grannſire phaſe, 

'[le be a candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was ne'refofaire , and I am dun. 

Mer. Tur, duns the mouſe, the Conſtables owne ward ; 


If thou art dun wee'l! draw thee from the mire : 


Or fave you reverence laye,wherein chou ſiickeſt 
Up to the eares : come we barne day-light ho. 
Rom. That's not (©. | 

Aer. I meane firindelay, ohns lights by d 
Wewaſteonr lights invaine, lights lights ay : 
Take our good «a eoah for our j fits, 


Fivecimes in char, e're once in our hne wits. 


 Shee is the Fairies Midwife, and ſhee comes in ſhape ro bigger 


Rom. And we meane well in going cochis Mas, 

Bur 'ris no wit to goe, 

Mer. Why, may one aske ? 

Rem, ] dreamt a dreame to night. 

Mer. And fodid 1. 

Rom. Well, what was yours ? 

Mer. That dreamers often lye. 

Roms, 1n bed aſleepe while they doe dreame things true. 
Mer. O then I ſee Queene Mab hath been with you : 


chan an Agat ſtone ,on the fore-finger of an Alderman, drarne . 
witha reeme of little aroaies , over mens noſes as they lye a- 
ſleep,her waggon ſpokes made oflang pinuers legges, the cover 


L of Romeo and Juliet: | 
'vf the wings of graſhoppets, her traces of the ſmalleſt (piders 
web, her collers ofchemoon-ſhines watry.beames , her whipod 
'Crickets bone , 'the laſhof Philome, her w aſmallpray 
coated Gnat, not halfe ſobigge asa round lutle worme pricke 
from the lazie finger of a man, herchariot is an emptie Haſel! 
———— — ———— old Grub,cime out of mind 
che Fairies Coach-makers : and inthis tate ſhee gallops nighr 
by night through lovers braines, and then they dreame of love ; 
'Bn Corrrtiers knees, that dreame on Curlies ſtrait ; 0're Lawyers 
who ſtrair dreame on fees; o're Ladies ipswho frac om 
Kifles dreame; which oft the angry Mab with bliſters plagnes, 
becauſetheir breath with feet meares tainted are : omerimes 
ſheegaliopso're a Courtiers moſe, and then dreames he of (mel- 
lingour afuic ; and ſometime comes ſhe witha ciche-pigscaile, 
eickling a Parſons noſe as a lies aſlecepe , thenhe dreamesofan- 
other Benefice ; fonterime: ſheedrivethores fouldiers: necke; 
andihen Urcames here of curting forraine throats, of breaches, 
ambuſcadoes, Spaniſh blades, ofhealchs'five fadome deep ; and 
—TY mem — IE Tas 
'being't ,(weares 2 prayer or tivo, and fleepes againe: 
his *echar Mad | chemancaof hocſes inthe night, 
and bakes the Elflockes in fonle flactifh haires y whichonccuns 
tangled much misforrune bodes. WE: ef] 
Thc lerhoheg nh Ea: 
es and learnes them firſt tobeare, | 
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Rom. Peace, peace, Mercntio peace, Mm AG 
Tho talkfi;of nothing. 0 ow 1 
Mer. True, Italke ofdreames, - : 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedy 


Ben. This wind you talke of blowes us from owe ſelves, 
Supper is done, and we ſhall come roo late. 

Roms. | feare roo early, for my mind miſſe-gives, 
Some confequence yer hanging in the ftarres, . 
Shall birterly begin his tearctull date 
With this n:zghtsrevells, and expire the terme 
Ofa defpiied life clos'd in my _ 


By ſomevile forteir of ingot death. 


Bur hethat hath che ſteerage of my courſe, . 
Dire& my fare : on luſty — Anchen | 
Ber. Strike Dram. .. 
They march about the Sts geand 5 ervingmen come 
forth with Napkins. 
Enter Romeo. 
Ser. Where's Porpan,, that he helpes not to rake awayP 


v6 ſhite a Trencher ? he ſcrape a Trencher ? 


1. When manners ſhall lyc a! in one or two mens 
hands,and chey unwaſhe roo,'cis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with the join-ſtooles, remove the Courr d, 
Jooke tothe plate,good thou fave me a piece of March-pane,and 
as thou loves mee let:che-Porter ler in Suſan po , and 
Nell, Authonie arid Potpar. 1 

2. I Boy ready. 

Ser. You are hooks for and cald for,askt for and fought for in 
the great chamber. 

3. We cannot be hereand there x00, chearly boyes, .. 
Bc briske a while, and che longer liver take all. 


Exenm., 
Enter all the gueſts and Gentlewomen to 
the Masker:. | 
I. ( ap. .. Welcome Gentlemen. :Ladics that have their roes 


Mat 4 with Cornes will waike abaue with you? 


Ah my Miftreſles, which of you all 

W ill now denyrto dance ? (ſhe that makes dame, 

She *Ile fear hath Cornes: am I come neare hag 1 
Welcome Gentlemen, I have ſeenthe diy [qv 
That I have worn: a Viſor, and couldrell 444 


—_ 


= Romeo axd Juliet, 
RPE tale ina faire Ladies ear,  - 
Snch as would pleaſe : 'tis gone, tis gone, 'tls gone, 
'Youare welcome Gentlemen : come Muſicians play. 
AMuſicheplayes, and they dance, 
A hall,a hall,give roome, and toor ir girles, 
More bght you Knaves, and turne che tables 
And quenchthe fire, the roome is growne too har. 
Ah firrah, this unlookr for ſport comes well, 
Nay fit, nay fit, good conlin Capwler, 
For you and Iare paſt our dancing dayes : 
How long iſt now fince laſt your ſelfe and I 
Were gon ? . 
2. Cap. Berlady thi . 
F Coo. What Aarne t ory much,'cis nor fo muctt, 
"Tis fince the Nuptiallof Laciertio : 
Come Pentecoſt as quickly as it will, 
'Some five and twenty yeeres, and chen we make, 
2. Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more, his ſonne is elder firs 
His ſonne is thirty. . 
1. Cap. Willycurell methat? 
His ſonnewas but a Ward two yeeres agoe. 
Rem. What Lady ts that which doth inrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight. 
Ser. ] know not fir. 
Rem. O ſhedoth reach the torches to burne bright * 
It ſeemes ſhe hangs upon the cheeke of night, 
As arichjewell inan &chiops eare, 
Beanty coorichfor uſe, for carth roo deare : 
So (bewes a ſnowie Dovertrooping with Crowes, 
Ag yonder Lady ore her fellowes ſhowes : | 
The meaſure done, He watch herplace of ftand, 
And touching hers , make b rude hand. 
Did my heart love tillnow, forſweare it fight, 
For I ne're ſaw true beaury till this night. 
Tb. This by his voice ſhould be a Aownrague. 
Ferch me my apier boy, what ? dares the ſhve, 
Come hither cover'd withan _— face, 
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: =. The moſt leawemable 06th 
ba - 2 Tofleereandſcorne at *onrlemnity2: |»; 
3 Now by the ſocke and honour of my kits. 
To _ him dead I hold :ic not. a 6. 
. Why how now kinſman ? wherefore forme you 2 
kan Uncle this 1s a H{onntegre our tor, ... , 
villzine that ig Þither come in fpights. Lon 
To ſcorne at our folemniry this night.. 
Cap. Young Remee , is ut ?, 
T6. 'Tis he, thar villaine Romeo. | 
Cap. Content thee gentle Coze;let himalone; . 
A beares him like a pottly Gentleman, ;. 
And ro fay truth Verone brags of him, 
To bea vertuous and well govern'd yourh ; 
I wonld nor for the wealcbof all this TOWne, 
Here in my houſe doe him gi 
Therefarete patient , take nance ofhin, 
It is my will, the which tf chon reſpeR, 
Shew a faire preſence, and pu r off theſe Fomnes, 
Anill beflemin ſemblance he a feaſt. 
T6. It firs = Ju fach avillineise grefts i ( | 
Tle nn C 2 
Cap. He ſhallbe endured, | 
 Whar ? goodman boy, Ifay he vpn TTY 
Am I the Maſter here or | | 
You'll not endure him od (fall ſhall mend wy {onler>i 
You'll make a mntzny among 718. 
Youwill ſera cocke 2 hope you ve cheman, 
T ib, Why Uncle tisa fhame.: - 
{ ap. Goe too, goe roo, 
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27 You are a ſaucy boy : : i8fÞ indeed?” _ aroyralich 
This trick pponotenh ns 1 915 
You muſt contrary me, marry is ime: | 


Well faid my 54. na Ro a Toe 
Be quiet, or (more bees: more light for. ame); | 
Neecbe you quict.(wbas) ————— t 
 Tib Patience perforee with wiltull -—— AS +: 
_ my fleſh temblein cl ng WEL 
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of Romito axd Julict. 

twill withdraw , bur chis intrafion ſhall, 

Now ſeeming ſweer, convert to bitter gall, 
Roms, If [ profane with my unworthieſt hands 

This holy (hrine;the gentle ſmne ischus, 

My lips two bluſhing Pilgrims ready ſtand, 

To cc rouch with a tender kifle. 

Jl. Good Pilgrim, you doe-wrong your hand coo much, 

Whicftmannerly devotion ſhewes in this; 

For Saints have hands that Pilgrims hands doe touch 

And palme to palme is holy Palmers kiffe,. 
Rom. Have nor Saints lips , and holy-Palmers roo ? 

«7 *l. I Pilgrimlips thar they muſt nic in Prayer. 2 

Rows. O then deare Saint, ler lips doewhat hands doe, - 

pray, grant thou, leſt faith eurne to deſpal MA; 

1]. Saints doe not move, though grant 
Rom. Then move noct while my prayers eftect I take : 

Thus from my lips by thine my 1s-purg'd. F 
Jul. Then have my lips the finnethar rhey have tooke.. 
Ram. Sin from my lips / O treipaſle ſweetly urg'd: 

Give me my finne againe.. Cas 
7a1, You kiſſe brth booke., EIS 
Nurſe. Madam, your mother craves a word with you.- 
Rom, W hat is her mother ?. * 

' Nurſe. Marrie Batcheler, 

Her mother is the Lady of thehonfe, 

And a good Lady, anda wiſeand verruons : 

I nurc't herdaughter that you ralke withall: 

T tell you he that can hy hold ofher, 

Shall have the chinckes, ._ 1 
Roms, Is ſhea Capnlee?. 

O deare account ! my life is my foes debts: 
Ben. Away, be gone, the ſport is at the beſts 
Roms. ], foI _ the more ts my unreſt, 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen preparenoct ro begons, . 

We is a rrifling foolſh banquet cowards: . | 

Is it e'enſo? why then] thanke you all, 

- Athanke you honeſt Genelemep, good night. . 


T 


Exit 
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More torches here, come on, then lers tobed, 


The' moſt lamentable Tragedy 


Ah ſirrah, by my fay it waxes late, 
'letomyreſt, * 
Fali, Come hither Nurſe, what is yond Gantleman? 
Nurſ. The fonne and heire of old Tyberie. 
7*1. What's he that now is going ont of the doore Þ 
Nurſ. Marry that I thinke be young Petraches. 


Jl. What's he that followes here, that would nor dance? 


Nurſe. 1 know nor. 
\ Jul. Goeaske his name, ifhe be marricd, 

My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurſ. His name 1s Remeo, and a Monntague, 
The onely ſonne of your great enemy... 

7«l. My onely love ſprung from my onely hace, 
Tooearly ſeene unknowne, and knowne too kite : 
Prodigious birth of love irisro me, 


That I muſt love a loathed enemy. 


Nworſ. What's tis ? whar's tis? 
Jul. A RymeT learnt even now 
Ofone I danc't withall, 
One call; within Juliet: 
Nurſ. Anon, anon : 


.Comc lets amay,the ftrangersall are gone. 


E x eveut. 
TD Chorus. 
Now old defire doth in his death-bed lye, 
And young afte&ion gapes tobe his heire. 
Thar fairetor which love _ and would dye, 
With tender Juliet matcht is now not faire. 
Now Romeo1s belov'd and loves againe, 
Alike bewitched by the charme of lookes : 
Bur to his foe ſuppos'd he muſt complaine, 
And ſhe fteale loves ſweet bait from fearefull hooks. 
Being held a foe, he may nor have accefſe 
To breath ſuch yvowes as lovers uſe ro fweare: 
And ſhe as much in love;her meanes mnch lefle, 
To meet her new beloved any where. 


” | of Romeo axd Juliet, 
| Bur paſſion lends them power, time meanes tO meer, 


Tempring extremities with extreme ſweer. 
Enter Romeo alons, 
Row. Can 1 goe forward when my heart is here, 
Turne backe dull earch, and finde thy Center our. 
Enter Benvolio with Mercut1o. 
Ben. Romeo, my Couſin Romeo, Romeo. | | 
Mer He is wile,and on my life hath tollen him home to bed, 
Bes, He ranthis way,and leapt this Orchard wall : 
Call Mercntio. 
er. Nay Ile conjure too, 
Romeo, humours, madam,paſſion, lover, - 
| Appeare thou in the likeneſle of a figh, 
Speake bur one ryme and lam farish'd; . 
>, ar ay me, pronounce bnt love and dye, 
Speake to my Goflip Venus one faire word, 
One nickname co her purblind fonne and here - 
Young Abraham Cypid, he that ſhot ſo true, 
| When King (opherus lov'd the Begger-maid. 


He heareth nor, he ſtirreth nor, he moverh nor, . 
The Ape + _ and I — him: 
I comure thee by Roſalines bright eyes, - 
By her high Gunn and her Sc lip, 
 Byher fine foot, —_ legge, and quivering thigh, . 
And the demeanes that there adjacent lye, 
Thar in thy likenefſe chou appeare tous. 
Ben.And if he heare thee thouwilrt anger him. 
Aer. This cannot anger him, 't would anger hum 
Toraile a ſpirit in his Miſtreſle circle, 
Of ſome (trange nature, letting it thereſtand 
Till ſhe had layd it, and comnr'd xx downe, 
Thar were tome ſpighr.- ; 
My invocation is faire and honeſt, and in his Miſtreſſe name 
I conjure onely bur to raiſe up him. 
Ben, Come , he hath hid himſelfe among theſe rrees, . 
To be conforted with the humorous night ; G 
Blinds hes love,and beſt befics the darke. 
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Romeo 


The moſt Iamentable Tragedy 
Ater.\flove be blind, love cannot hit the marke-: 


'No.y will he fit nnder a Medlartree, | 


And wiſh his miſtreſſe werethat kinde of fruir, 
As maidescall Medlars when they langh alone, 
O Romeo _ the _ one” ſhe were 
Anopen and catera, an 2 Poperin petre. 
- good night, 1'le to my Truccle-bed, 
This field-bed 1s too cold for meto ſleep: 
Come, ſhall we goe ? 

Ben. Goethen, for 'cis in vaine to ſceeke him hers, 


That meanes not tobe found. Exeunt. 


Roms, He jeſts at ſcarres that never felr a wound: 
Bur ſoft, whar light through yonder window breaks? 
Ic is the Eaft, and Flier 1s the Sunne: 
Ariſe faire ſunne, and kill che envious moons, 
W ho is already ſickeand pale withgriefe, 
That thou her maide art farre more faire than ſhe: 
Be not her maide fince ſhe 1s envious, 
Her veſtall livery is but licke and greene, 
And none but fooles doe weare it, caſt it off: 1 
It is my Lady,O it is my love, O that ſhe knew ſhe were: 
She ſpeakes, yer ſhe ſayes nothing ; what of that? = 
Hereye diſcourſes, I will anſwere it : 
I amtoo bold, 'tis not to me ſhe ſpeakes: 
Two of the faireſt ſtarres inall che heaven, 
Having ſome buſineſſe, doe entrear her eyes 
Torwinckle jntheir ſpheares cillthey rermne: 


 Whatifher eyes were there, they in her head, 


The brightneſſe ofher cheeke wonld ſhame thoſe ſiars, 
As day-light doth a lampe ; her eye in heeven, 
Would through the aynie _ fireame lo bright, 
That birds would ſing, and thinke it were not night. 
See how ſhe leanes her checke upon her hand, 
O that Iwere a glove upon that hand, 
That I might rouch that checke- 

Jul. Ay me. 


| Rows, She ſpeakes. 


Oh 


of Romeo and Juliet: 

Oh ſpeake againe bright Angell, for thou art 

As glorious to this i bet ore my head, 
As18a winged meſſenger of heaven 

Untothe white v ed wondring eyes 

Of morrals thar fall backe to gaze on him, 

When hebeſtrides the lazie puffing clouds, 

And failes nponthe boſomeot the Aire. 
| Jul. O Romeo,Romeo,wherctoreart thon Reyes ? 
Deny thy father, and reſuſe thy name: 

Or if thon wile not, be buc ſworne my love, 

And 'Ileno longer be a Caps/er. 


Ros. Shall I heare more? or ſhall ſpeakeat this? 


Fol. Tisbutchy name that 1s my enemy : 

Thon art thy ſelfe, thovgh nor a Monntagee. 
What's Aountapue ? it is nor hand, ps. wk 
Nor arine,nor face. O be ſome other name 
Belonging to a man. " 
W har's ina name \That which we call a Roſe, 
By any other word would imellas ſweet : 
So Romeo would were he not Roweocall'd, 
Retaine thar deare perfetion which he owes, 
W ithonr that title : Rowzeo d'off thy name, 
And for thy name, which-is nopart ofthee, 
Take all my ſelfe. 19 

Roms. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Love, and'Ile be new baptiz'd, 
Hence-forth I never willbe Romwes, 


F=l.W har man artthou,that thns beſcreen'd in night 


So ſtumbleſtoa my counſell? 


Ro.By a name,I know not how to tell thee whoI am: 


My name deare Saint is hatefull ro my lelfe, 
Becauſe it is an enemy to thee: 
Had I it written, Iwould teare the word. 


#1.My cares have yet not drunke a hnndred words 


Of thy tongues urrering , yet I know the ſound : 
Art thou not Romeo,and a Monntague? 
Rees, Neither faire maide, if ike thee diſlike, 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedy 
Jnl.How cam'ſt thou hicher, tell me, and wherefore? 


The Orchardwalls are high and hardcoclimbe, 


And theplace death, conſidering whothou art, 
If any of my kinſmen finde thee here. 
Rem.With loves light wings did Iore-perch theſe walls, 
For (tony limits cannot hold loye our ; 
And what love can doe, that dares love attempt : 
Theretore thy kinſmen are no ſtop ro me. 
Jul. It they doe ſee thee they will murther thee, 
Rom. Alack,there lyes more perill in thine eye, . 


Than rwenty of their ſwords: looke thou bur ſweet, 
AndIam 


proofe againſt cheir enmity, 
J«1. Iwould = the world fg aw thee bere... 
Rem.l have nights cloak to hide me from their eyes, 

And bur thou love me ler them finde me here; 

My life werebetter ended by their hate, . 

[Than death prorogued wanting oithy love. 

| Jal. By whoſe direRion found(t chou ont this place ? 

Rem. By love that firſt did promp me ro enquure, 

He lent me counſell, and I lent him eyes. 

Tam noPlloc, yer wert thou as farre 

As tha: vaſt ſhore waſhr with the fartheſt ſea, 


3  Tſhould adventure for fucit merchandiſe. 


| Jal.Thouknow'ſt the maske of night is on my face, . 
Elie would a maiden bluſh bepainrt my cheeke, 
For that which thou haſt heard me ſpeake ro night, 


| Fainewwon'd ] dwell on forms, faine, faine deny 


What I have ſpoke ; bur farewell complement :. 
Doeſt thon love me ? I know thou wilt ſay I» 
And Iwill take thy word ; yer ifthou ſwear'ſt, 
Thou maiſt prove falſe : at lovers peryuries 
They lay ove laughes. Oh gentle Ropes, 

If chon dot love, pronounceir faithfully : *. 

Or if thou think'{t I am rooquickly wonne, 

Ile frowne and be perverſe , and fay thee nay, 

So thou wilt wooe , but elſe not for the world, 
Intruch faire Montague Iam to0 fond, | 


a... tt 


of Romeo axd Juliet; 
And therefore thou maiſt thinke my behaviour lightþ- --1. * 
But truſt me Gentleman T'le prove more true, ' 
. Than thoſe that have more coying to be ſtrange : ; 
Iſhould have beene more ſtrange, I mult conteſle, ER 
But that thon overheardlt ere I was ware S - bo: 
My true loves pafſion, therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yeelding to light love, + 
W hich the darke niche hath ſodiſcovered. | / 
"Roms. Lady,by yonder bleſſed moone I vow, 
"That tips with (1lver all theſe fruic tree tops- | 
| Jul. O ſweare no by the moone, th'inconſtant moone, 
That monthly changes in her circled orbe, 
Leſt that thy love prove likewiſe variable. 
Rom. Whar ſhall I ſweare by ? 
F*l. Doe nor fweare at all : 
Or ifthou wilt, fweare by thy gracious ſelfe, 
Wrhnchts the god of my 1dolatry, 
And T'le beleeve thee, 
Row. Ifiny hearts deare love. 
Jul. Well, doe not fweare , alchough I joy inthe 
I have no joy of this contratro nighg, 
It istooraſh, roounadvis'd,too ſndden, 
Too likethe ghtning which doth ceaſeto be 
 Ere onecan ay it lightens: ſweet good night: 
Thais bud of love by ſummers ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet : 
Goodnight, goodnight, as ſweet repoſe and reſt, 
Come to thy hearr as that within my breaſt, 
Rom, O wilt thou leave me fo unſatisfied ? 
Jul. What fatisfaQtion canſt thou bave tonight ? 
Ro, Th'exchange of thy loves faithfull vow for mine. 
Jul.1 gavethee mine befire chou didſt requeſt ir, 
And yer I wouldit were togive againe. 
Rem. Wouldſit thou wirhdraw 1t? for what purpoſe loye ? 
Jal. But to be franke and give it thee again, / 
And yet Iwiſh but for the thing I have. 
My bounty is as boundleflc as - ſea, 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedy 


My love asdeepe, the more I give to thee 
The more I have, for both are infinite : 
0 '  Theareſome noiſe within, deare Love adue: 
--.. ©. Anon gvod Nurſe , ſweet-Monntagnre be true : 
1 Stay bur a little , I will come againe. 

Rom. O bleſſed, bleſſed night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all chis is bura dreame, 

Too fiattering fyeet to be ſubſtanriall, 

a Three words deare Romco,and good night indeed. . 
Ifthat chy bent of love be honourable, 

Thy purpoſe Marriage, ſend me word co morroiy, 
By one that I'le procure to com. to thee, 
W here and what time thouwil. pcrf.,. ame the rites, 
And all my fortunes at thy foot llc lay, 
And follow thee my Love throughout the warid. Madam. 
I come anon : but if thou mean{ not well, 
| Idoebeſeechthee (by and by Icon) Madam. - 
Toceale thy ſuir, and leave me to my griefe, 
To morrow will I ſend. 

Rem. Sorhrive my fonle. 

7«1. Arhouſand times good-night, 

Rem. Athouſand times the worſe to want thy fight. 
Love goes toward loye as Schoole-boyes from their bookes, 
But love from love roward Schooie with heavie lookes. 

Emter Juliet againe. 
7x1. Hiſt Romeo, hiſt : O for a Falkners voice, 
{il To lure this Taſſel gentle backe againe: 

; + * © Bondapgeis hoarſe, and may nor ſpeake aloud, 
« Elſe would I teare the cave where Echo lyes, 
And make her ayrie congue more hoatle chan mine, . 
| With reperition of'my Romeo. 
=—_  : Rovw. It is my love that calls npon my name: 
4 : How filver ſiveet found Lovers tongues by night ? 
yy Like fofreſt Maſicke to attending eares-. 
ful. Romes. 
Rom. My Deere. 2. 


Fal. Whataclocke to morroy - 


Shall 


of Romeo axd Juliet. 


| Shall Iſendrothee? 
Rom. By the houre of nine. 
7al. Iwillnot faile, 'tis ewentie yeeres tillthen: 
T have forgot why I did call thee backe. 
Rom.Ler me [tand hererill thon remember ir. 
71.1 (hall forget to have chee (till Rand chere, 
Remembring how I love thy company. 
Roms. And '[le ill Ray, to have thee fill forger, 
Forgetting any other home bur this. 
7-1.'Tis almoſt morning, I would have thee gone, 
And yec no farther than a wantons bird, 
Thar lets ic hopa little from his hand, 
Like a poore priſoner in his twiſted gyves, 
And with a filkenthred plucks it backe againe, 
So loving jealous of hus fberry | 7 
Rom. I would I were thy bird. 
7al. Sweet ſo would 1, h 
Yer Iſhould kill thee with much cheriſhiog: 
Good night, nm he, | | 
That I ſhall ay good night rill irbe morrow. 
Ro. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes,peace inthy breaſt. 
Would I were ſleepe and peace fo ſweet toreft. | 
Hence will I tomy ghoſtly Friers cloſe Cell, 
Hishelpe tocrave, and my deere hap to tell. 


Exit: 
Enter Frier alone with a Backet. 
Fri. The A 'd morne ſmiles on the frowning night, 
Checkring : nclouds with ſtreakes of light : 


And fleckeld darknefſe like a drunkard reeles, 

From forrh dayes path, and Tires burning wheeles, 
Now ere the ſunne advance his barning eye, 

The day to cheere , and nights danke dew rodry, 

1 muſt upfillchis Ofier Cage ofonurs, 

With balefull weeds, and precious juiced flowers. - 
The earth char's natures mother in her Tombe ; 

W hart is her burying Grave, that is her yombe: : 


The moſt Iamentable Tragedy 


And from her wombe children of divers kind 

We fucking on her naturall boſome find: 

Many for many verrues excellent, 

None but for tome, and yet all different. 

O mickleis the powerfull grace thar lies 

In plants, hearbs, ſtones, and their true qualities 5 

For nonght ſo vile that on the earth doth live, 

Bur es earth ſome ſpeciall good doth give : 

Nor ought ſo good, but train'd from thar faireuſe, 

Revolcrs from crue birth, ſtumbling on abuſe. 

Vertue irſelfe turnes vice being miſ-appli'd, 

And vice ſomerime by ation aid. 

Emter Romeo. 

Withinthe infant rinde of this weake flower 

Poyſonhath reſidence, and Medicine power : 

For this being ſmelr with that parr,cheares cach pert ; 

Being taſted {layesall ſenſes with thehearr. 

Twoſuch vppoldd Kings encamp them till 

In man as well as heatbs, grace and rade will ; 

And where theworſer is predominant, 

Full ſoonethe Canker dearh eares upthar plant. 

Rom. Good moxrow father. 

Fri.Benedicite- ES 

lawyer [pm Thea, 
Ooung 10nne 1t es 2 Cl -£ Eads 1 

So ſoone to bid good morrow to thy bed: = 

Care keeps his watch in every old mans eye, 

And where care ſleepe will never lye: 

Bur where unbruiſed youth wich unſtuft braine, 


Doth conch his limbes, there golden ſleep doth reign,  -,j., - 


"Therefore thy carlineſſe doth me aſe, 
Thou art uprous'd with ſome diſtemp'rature 2 
Or if not (o, then here Ihr it right, 

Our Rowzeobath nor been in bed to night. 
'  Rops. Thar laſt is true, the ſweeter reſt was mine. 
Fri.God pardcn fin, waſt thou with Roſaline ? 


Rowe, With Reſaline, my gholtly facher.no, 


of Romeo and Julie] | 
Thave forgot tharname, and that names woe, *- 
Fri, That's m 


y good ſonne , bur where haſt thou been 


Rows. 1'le tell thee erethon aske'ir me agen: 

* Thavebeen fealting with mine enemy, 

Where on a ſadden one hach wonnded me, 

That's by me wounded; both our remedies | 

Wirhin thy helpe and holy Phyficke lyes : g 

I beare no hatred bleſſed man, for loe, 

iy interceſſion likewiſe ſteads my foe, | 
Py, Be plaine good fonne and homely in thy dritr, 

Ridling confefſion findes bur ridling rife ES: 
Rems. Then plainly know my hearts deare loveis ſer 

Onthe faire daughter ofrich { apwles : 

As mine on hers, ſo hers 1s ſet on mine, . 

And all combin'd, favewhat thou muſt combine 

By holy marriage : when; and where, and how, 

e mer,we woo'd, and made ex of vow, - 


Ylecell chee agwe paſſe : bur this I pray? - 
Thar thou conſent to us today. 
2 


Eri, Holy S. Francis, —— | 

Is Roſaline, whom thou didſt love fo deare, 

So ſoone forſaken ? mens love then lyes: 

Not truely in their bur intheir eyes... 

eſu Maria ! what a deale of brine 

waſhe thy fallow cheekes for Rvſaline ? 

How much ſalc water throwne away inwaſte, 

To ſeaſon love thar of it doth nor rafte ? - 

' Theſunnor yet thy fighes from heaven cleares, . 

Thy old groanes yet ring in mine ancient cares; : 

Lo here upon thy cheeke the Ratne doth firs . 

- Ofanoldtearethar is not waſhr off yer. 

If ere thou waſt thy ſelfe, and theſe woes thine, 

And eechra hanged? proutencortin Enrencethen 

art t 'd? pronouncethis:ſentence then, 

Women may fall, when there's no firengrh in men. 
Rems. Thon chid'ſt me oft for loving Roſaline. 
Fri-Fordoatingsnor for loving, Popill munc.. 


then? 
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| The moſt Iamentable Tragedy 
Rem. And badſt mebury love, 
Fri. Notina grave, | 

To lay one in, anocher out to have, 

Rom. 1 pray thee chide me nor, her 1 love now 


Doh grace for grace, and love for love allow : 
Theoda did not (0. ue 

_ _ Fri, Oſheknewwell, X 
Thy lovedid read by rote that could notipell: - 
Bur come W averer , come and goe with me, | 
In one *He thy aſſiſtant be: 99g ct 
For this alliance may ſo bappy prove, | 


To turne your houſholds rancor copure love. 
Roms. O let us hence, Iſtand on ſudden haſte. 
Fri. Wiſely and ſlow, they ftumblethar rnnfaft. 


Exter Benvolio aud Mercutio. 

Mer. Where the Dev'll ſhould this Romeo be ? came he 
home ronight ? 

Ben. Not to his fathers, I _ with his man, 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that Roſalive 
Torments him fo, that be will furerun mad, ; 

Bex. Tibalt,the Kinſmantoold (apsler, hath ſent a letterto 
his fathers houſe. | 

Mer, A eon my life. 

| Ben, Romeowill anfwer it. 

Aer. Any man that can write may anſwere a Letter. 

Ben. Nay be will anſwere the Letters Maſter,how hee dares, 
being dared, ; 

Alter. Alas poore Romeo , hee is already dead , ftab'd with a 

white wenches blacke eye, runne through the eare with a Love- 
ſong, the very pinne of his heartcleft with the blinde Bow-boies 
bur-ſhaft : and is hea manto encounter T1balr ? 

Rom. W hy ? what is Tibalt ? 

Mer More than Prince of Cats : O hee's the coura 
Cartaine of Complements : hee fights as you fing Pricke-fong, 
«<epes time, diſtance, and proporucn; he reſts his minum reſts, 
' 16, twO,and the third in. your bolome : wn amy 

ike 


| of Romeo «xd Juliet; 
KIke button , a Dnaliſt; a Dualiſt;; a Gentleman of the y 


honſe, ofthe firſt and ſecond cauſe, ahthe immorrall Paſſado, the 
punroreverſo, the Hay. 
Bex, Thewhat ? 


Mer. The Poxeof ſuch antique liſping affeing phanrahes, 


| theſenewtunersof accents: by Jeſu a very blade, a v 
tall man, avery good Whore. Wh iS derek a hb 
thing Grand- fire, that wee ſhould be thus affliged with theſe 
flies, theſe faſhion-mongers , theſe pardona-mees , who 


ſtand ſo much on thenew forme , that they cannot fit at caſe on 


the old bench ? Orheir bones,cheir bones! 
Enter Romeo. * © 
" Ben, Here comes Romeo, hereromes Romeo. 
Mer. Without his Roe,likea dri'd Herring: O fleſh, fleſh; 
how art thou fiſhified ? Nowis he for the numbers that Perrerch 
flowed in. Lavrato his Lady was a-Kitchun wench, marrieſhe 
hada betrer love to berime her 31 Dido a dowdie, Cleopatra a 
Gipfie , Helen and Hero hildings and harlots , Thwby a grey 
eye or (o,bor not to the purpoſe.Seignior RoweoBox jour there's 
a French ſalacationto your French (lop: gon gave us the coun- 
cerfeir fairely laſt night, FE of | | 
Rom.Good morrow royou both, what counterfeir did I give 
ou? 
£ Mer. The ſlip fir,the flip, can yon not conceive ? 
Romeo. Pardon good Meventio, my bufineſle was great, and 
in ſuch acaſe as mineaman may ſtraine currehie. 
Aer. That's as mach as to fay,fuch a cale as yours conſiraines 
a man tobow in the hams, 
' Rom Meaningtocurhe. 
Aer. Thou hit moſt kindly hir ir. 
Rom. A moſt curteous expoſition. 
Aer, Nay, I am the very pincke of curteſie. 
Rom. Pincke for flower. 
Mer. Right. 
om Why then 1s my pump well flowred.: . 
- Meros, Sure wit >. follow. mee this jeſt now till chou baſt 
worne outthy puwpe> that when = fingle fole of ir is worne, 
m_ the 
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The moſt lamentable md, 


the / an” remaineaſter the wearl 
”». Ofinglefol'djeft foly ſingn one leneſſe, 
oe Come berween us good on fry ral my __ faint. 

Roms. Swits and ſpurs, ſwits and ſpurs, or lle oy match. 

Mer. Nay, if our witsrun the wild- » Iamdone: 
forthou haſt more of the wilde gooſe in —_ W— than 
] am aw I have in my.whole five. Was I wich you there for 
the goole ? 

Rom. Thou walt gever with me for any thing,when thon walt 
not there, for the goole, 

Mer. 1 will bice thee by the eare for that jeft, 
Rom. Nay good gooſe bite not... 
Mer.Thy wit is a very bitter freeting, it is a moſt ſharp ſauce, 
Rom, Andis it not well ſerv'd ms ne ?. 

Aer. Oh here's a wit of: Cheyesell, tha | erches from an 
inch narrow to an.ell-broad.. 

Rom..1 tretch it our for thar-wordbroad, which added tothe 
the co moet s thee farre and widea broad gooſe. 

Mer. Why i isnot this berter now than ng for love? 
now art thon ſociable y now att thon Romeo , now art thou what 
chou art by art as well as by natrre: for this driveling love is 
like a great Naturall, that runs lolling up and downe tohide 
hisbable in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, ftop there. 

Mer. Thou deſireſtmero ſtop in my tale _2gainR the haire, 

Ben. Thou wouldft elſe have made thyrale __ 

' Mer.O thou art deceived, I would have made it ſhorr, for 1 
was cometothe whole depth of my tale , and meant indeed to 
occupy the argument no longer, | 

Roms. Here's goodly geare, Enter ” and her man. 
A ſilea faile, 

Mer. Two, two, a ſhirt anda ſmocke, 

Nurſe. Peter. 
Peter. Anon. 

Nwrſ. My fan Peter. 
Mer, Good Peter hddebariate' for her fans the fairer face, 
aye. Gon pe good moron Genclemen, Lats 


Ad 


Mer, 


of Romeo axd Juliet; 
Mr. Godye goodden faireGentlewoman: 
Norſe. Isiogondden > | | 
Mer, 'Tisno lefſe Irell you, for the bewdy handofche dyall 


is now the pricke of noone. 

Nwerſe. Ont upon you,what a man are you 

Ro.One Gentlewoman that God hath made, himfelfero mar, 

Nerſe. By my troth itis well faid , for himſelfe co 

= a'! Gentlemen, can anyof you tell me where I may = 
young Romeo ? | 

Row.Ican tell you :but youngRowwes will beolder when you 
havefound him ,than hee was when you fought him : Tamihs 
of chat name, for faulrof a worſe. 
#rſe. You faywell | | 
IO work well 2 yery well tooke ifaich , wiſh 
wiſely. 

Nurſe. Ifchoubehe fir,Tdefire me confidence with you- 
Ben. She will endite him co ſome 
Aer. A band, a band, abaud. Soho. 

Rom. Whar haſt thou found ? | 

Aer. Nohare fir , unlefle a hare fir ina Lencenpie , that is 
ſomething ſale and hoareere it be ſpent. 

Anold hare hoare, and an old harehoare is very good meat 
in Lent. ES 
But a hare that ig-hoare is too much for a ſcore , when it hoares 
ere it be ſpent. 

Romeo, will you come ro your fathers ? wee'!! ro dinner thuther. 
| Roms. Iv:1ll follow you. | . 
Aer. Farewell ancient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady,Lady. 

: TT | | Exeant. 2 
Nur. 1pray you fir what Gucie Merchant was this thatwas 
ſo full othis roperte. 'B 

Ro: A Gentleman Nurſe that loves to heare himſelferalk, and 

will peake more in a minure than he will ſtand ro in a moneth., 

Newer. And aſpeakeany thing againſt me, I'le rake him down, 

and a vere luſtierthanhee is, and twenty fach Jackes : and if I 

cannot , ]'le firide thoſe that ſhall : ſcurvie Knave, I am none 

ofher Gil-fluts, Iam none of his — mares : and thou _ 
| _—_— 


Farewel, commend me ro thy Miſtris. 


The moſt lamentable Tragedy” 
and by roo, and fufter. every Knaye to uſe mee ac his plea. 


ſure. 


+ Per. I ſaw no man ule you at his pleaſure, if Thad, my wea- 


pon ſhould quickly have beene one : I warrant you I dare draw 
as ſoOne as anctheriman, if I ee occaſion, ina good quarrell, and 
the law on rhy fide. + | | 

#rſe. Now afore God I am fo vext, that every part abouc 
ey mvers : {curvie Knave: pray you (ir aword : and as I told 
you, my young Lady bid me enquire you ont : what ſhe bid mee 
| ro chyſelfe: bur firft-let mecell yeat yee ſhould 
leadehea ina Fools. Paradiſe , as they ſay, it ware very grofle 
kindeof behaviour, as they ſay : for the Gentlewoman is young, 
and therefore if you ſhould deale doublewith her, truely it were 


_ (will ching robe offered ro any Gentlewoman, and very weake 


dealing. | 
Rows. Nurke, commend metothy Lady and Miftris, Iproceft | 
Uno chee. | ; 
Nurſe. Good heart, and yfaith Iwill cellher as much :Lord, 
Lord, ſhe wi!l be a joyfull woman. 13801 1 mo A 
- Rewee. Whatwilt choucell her Natſe? chondoaRt oor marke 
- Nur. [will cell her fir that you doe proteſt , which as I take 
it, is a Genclemanlike offer. . 
Ror-eo Bidher devidefome. meanes rocome to (hritt this at- 
rernoone, | 1554: 517 171 


 Andthere ſhe ſhall ac Frier Lawrence Cell 


Nurſe. Notruly fit nor a pennte. 
. "Roms. Goetoo, I ſay you ſhall. 


Be ſhrived and married : here ts for thy paines.. - 


EL Narſe. This afternoone fr, well, ſhe ſhall be chere.. F 


Rem. And tay good Nurſe behind the Abbey wall: 


_ Wirhinthis houre my man ſhall bewith rhee; 
_  . Andbringthee cords made likea tackling Rajre, 
_ __ Whichtothe highrop-gallantof my joy, | 


Muit be my convoy 1n the (ſecret night. + - 
Farewell, be cruſty, and Ile quite thy paines. 


Nurſe, 


of Romeo and Juliet. 
Nurſe. Now God x thenentiatbab hathio you fir; 
Rom. W har ſaiſt thon my deare Nurle ? 

Nurſe. ef unbemans you ne're here ſay , two may 
keepe coynſell patting one away? * 

Rom. Warrant thee my mans as true as ſeele. 

Nurſe, Well fir , my Miſtreſle is the ſweeteſt Lady ; Lord, 
Lord , when 'twas a lictle prating thing, O there is a Noble- 
man in Towne, ofe Pars , that would faine lay Knife aboord, 
bur ſhe good ſoule had as lieve ſee a Toade, a very Toade as ſce 
him :1 ar ſomerimes,and tell her that Pars 1s the prope-. 
rer man : bur Ile warrant you when 1 ay ſo ſhee lookes as pale 
as any clone] inthe verſall world. Doth nor Roſemary and Ro- 
»eo begin boch with a Letcer ? 

Roms. I Narſe, what of that? Bothwith anR. 

Nur. A mocker, that's the dogges name ,R. is for ned I 
know it beginnes with ſome ocher lerter ,and ſhe hath rhe p 
tieſt ſententious of it, of you and Roſemary , thats it wou Joe 

you good ro heare it. | 

" Commend metothy Lody. 

Nurſe. I athouſand times. Poter, 

Pet, Anon. 


Nurſ. Before and apace. 


| v-.- y-12. 1 - Mats 


Emer Jaliec,.} 

Js. The clock firook nine when I didfend the Nurle, 
Inhalte an houre ſhe promis'd-roreturne : | 
Perchance ſhe cannot mcer him ; thar's not ſo: 
Oh ſhe is lame, loves Heralds ſhonld be thoughts, 
W hich ren times faſtes glices than the ſuns beames,. 
Driving backe hadonee Shay lowringhills:- 
Therefore doe pinion'd Doves draw love, 
And therefore hath — arab" Gon Wings. 
Now is the ſunne nponthehighmoſt hi 
Of this dayes journey , and from nine cillrwelve 
Is three long houres,yet ſhe 1s not come : 
Had ſhe affe&iong and warme yourhfull blood, 
She would be as ſwift in moxgion asa ball, 


and a foot and bod 
; arepaſt compare : | om 1s NOT E flower of curreſie, bur Ne Ware 
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My words would bandy her to my fiveer Love, 
And his to me, bur old folkes many faine as Ong were dead, 


| Unweildy, flow, heavie, and paleas lead, 


Enter Nurſe. 


| OGod ſhecomes: O honey Nurſe what newes? 


Halt rhou mer with him ? ſend _ man away. 

Nwrſe. Peter tay atthega 

' Fal. Now good Greer Nerd Nurſe, O Lord why look'tthou ſad ? 
Though newes be fad, yet rellthem merrily. 
If good, thou ſham'lt the Muficke of ſweer newes, 


By playing it to me with ſo fowre a face. 


Narſe, | am weary, give me leave a while, 
Fyc how my bones ake, what _—_— I had? 
£* I would thou hadſt my and I thy newes : 


Nay come, I pray thee ſpeake, Narle peake. 
Nurſe. Teawhar hafle? REIT 
Tims: > 144 reotoymagii 


th? 

7*1. How art thou our of breath, when thon haſt breath 
To lay to me thatthou art outof brearh? 
The ndaſh that thou do'ſt make in this delay, 
Is longer than the tale thou do'R excuſe. 
Is thy newes good or bad ? anfwereto that, 
Say either, and Ile ſtay the circumſtance, 
Let me be fatisfi'd, itt good or bad? 

Nurſe. Well, you have made a fimple choice, you know not 
how to chooſe a man : Romeo, no noche , though his face be ber- 
ub tos form rLgebanty his wt rote 


yer they 


be not ro be talkr on, 


rant him as gentle as a Lambe: goe thy waies wench, ſerve God, 
VV hat ? have you din'dathome? 
7«l. No, no, bur all this did 1 know before, 
W hat ayes he of cur marriage ? what of that ? 
Nur.Lerd how my head akes,what a head havel? 
It beats as it would Ell; _ 1eces. 
My backe a tother ſide, ah my backe, my backe, 
Beſhrew your heart for ndice meabour, 


To 


of Romeo and Julict, 
To catch my death wich janating up and downe. 
 3al. lfaich am ery chapel as 
Sweer,lweer, ſweet Nurſe, cell me what faies my Love ? 
Nwyr. Your love ſayes like an honeſt Gentleman, 
And a courteaus , anda kinde, and a handſome, 
And I warrant-a verrnoas : whete as — ef 
. rs my mother ? why the is within » where ſhould 
e be? : | 
Your Love ayes like an honeſt Gentleman. 
Whereis your Mother ? 
Nurſe. O Gods Lady deare, 
Are you ſo hot ? marry come up1 crow, 
Is chis the poalcis for my aki bones jd 
Hence-forward doe your your ſelfe, 
J#l Here's fach a coile,come,whart faies Reweo ? 
Nuy. Have you got leave togoe. to (hrift to day ? 
_ Jl. ] have. | 
Nr. Then bie you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, 
There tayes a husband to make youa wife : 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheekes, 
They'll be in ſcarler ſtraight ar any newes : | 
Hie you to Church, I anocher way» 
Toferch a ladder, by the which _ 
Ro —_— birds-neft oor 7 - _ 
am ,andcoile in elight, 
Bur you Te cs che bnodeoſhous at night. 
Goe,lleto dinner , hie you corhe Cell. bs 
Jl. Hie co high forrunc,honeft Nurſe farewell. 
" Emter Friey and Romeo. - 
* Fri. Soſmilethe heavens upon this holy AR, 
Thar after howres with ſorrow chide us noe. 
Rem. Amer, Amen : but come,whart forrow can, 
It cannot countervaile the exchange of j 
That. one ſhort mine gives mein her ſight : . 
Doe thou bur cloſe onr hands with holy words, 


w 
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Then love-devouring death doewhar he dare, 
It is enough I may but call her mine. 
Fri. Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 


And in their triumph dye, like fire and powder, 


W hich as they kiſſe conſume, The (weereſt honey 
Is ae Min his owne delicionſneſſe, 
Andin the taſte confonnds the appetite. 
Therefore love moderately , long love doth fo, 
Too fwift arrives astardy as too (low. 

Enter Juliet. 


Here comes the Lady,Oh ſo light a foot 


Will never weare our the everlaſting flint : 
A Lover may beftride the Goſſamonrs, 
Thar idles in the wanton ſummer Ayre, 
And yer not fall, fo light is vanity. 


7ul. Good even to my ghoſtly Confeſſor. 
Fri, Remeo ſhall "her 6 thee r ders for us boch, 


7al. As muchto him , elſe in his thanks roo much. ' 


Rem. Ah Juliet,if the meaſure of thy joy 
Be heapt like mine, andchat thy skill be more 
Toblazon ir, then ſweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre, and ler rich Mnſickes rongne, 
Unfold the imagin'd happineſle that both 
Receive in either by chis deare encounter. - 

7ul. Conceit more rich in matter thanin words, 
Brags ofhrs ſubRance, nor of ornament ; 


They are but beggars that can count their worth, 


But my crue loye1s pR_ ro ſuch exceſſe, 
I cannot ſumme up ſomeof halfe my wealth. 


Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make ſhort worke, 


For by your leaves you ſhall nor ſtay alone, 
Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 
Emter Mercutio, Bernvolio, and mex. 

Ben. Tpray thee good Mercntio let's retire, 
The day 1s hor, on6.ls aro abroad, = 


And if wee meet we ſhall nor ca 
dayes is the mad blood Ruring. 
*% 


PE abraule , for now theſe hot 


of Romeo axd Juliet: 

Aer. Thou arc like one of theſe fellowes , that when hee en- 
ters the confines of a Taverne, claps mee his ſword upon the 
Table, and ayes, God ſend meno need of thee: and by the 0- 
perationof the ſecond cup drawes him on the Drawer, when in- 


decd there is no need. . 

Ben. Am 11ike ſuch a fellow? b 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jacke in thy moode as 

any in /taly , and asfoone moyed to bee moodie, and as ſoone 

moodierto be moved. 
Ben: And what too? 


Aer. Nay,and there were two ſach , wee ſhould havenone 
ſhortly , for one wonld kill the other. Thou ! why thou wilr 
quarrell with a man rhat hatha haire more, or a haire lefle in 
bis beard than thou haſt : thon wilt quarrel! with a man for 
cracking Nurs , having no other realon , but becauſe thou haſt 
haſell eyes : what eye bur ſuch an would fpie out fach a 
quarrell?rby head is as full ofquarrels as an egge1s full ofmear, 
and yer thy bend bark beenbemen as addle as an egpe for quar- 
relling: thou haſt quarrelled with a man for coffing in the ftreer, 
becauſe he hath wakened thy dogge that hath laine aſleep in the 


Sun. Didſt rhou nor fallout with arailor , for wearing his new 


donbter before Eaſter : with another , for tying his new ſhoves - 


with old ribband ? and yet thou wilt rutor me for quarrelling. 
Ben. And I were ſo apt ro quarrel! as thon art,any man ſhould 
buy the fee-ſimple of my life tor an houre and a quarter. 
Mer. The fee-ſimple, O imple? 
Extey Tibalt, Petruchio, axd others, 
Ben. By my head here come the ( apwlers. 
Ater.By my heeleI care nor. 
Tib. Follow me cloſe, for I will fpeake to them. 
Gentlemen Good-den,a word with oneof you. | 
Aer. And but one wordwith one of us? couple it with ome- 
ching, make ita word and a bloy, | 
Tib, You ſhallfinde me apt enongh to that fir, and you ſhall | 
give me occaſion, = I 
E A Could you nor take ſome occafion without gi- 


- | , 
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T;b. Merentiothoun conſorteſt with Romeo, 
Mer.Confort ! what doeſt thou make us Minſtrels ? and chon 
make Minſtrels ofus,looke ro heare nothing bur diſcords; here's 
my Fiddle-ſticke , here's that ſhall make you dance: zounds 
conlort. = | 
Bey. Wetalke here inthe publike haunt of men, 


_ Either withdravy unto fome private place, 


Or rea(on co!dly of your grievances, 
Or elle depart , here all eyes gaze on us. 
Alter, Mens eyes were madeto lonke, and let them gaze, 
I will not budge for no mans plea{ure I. 
Enter Romeo. - | 
Ti. Well;peace be with yon fir,here comes my man. 
AMer.Bur Ile be hang'd fir if he weare your Livery : 
Marry goe before co field, hee'i] be your follower, 
Your wor(hip inthat ſenſe may call him man. 
Tb. Romeo, the love I beare thee canaffoord * 
No better tearme than this : thou art a Villaine. 
Rom. Tibalt,the reaſon thar I haveto loye thee, 
Dorh much excuſe the appetraining rage = 
To (uch agreeting : Villaine I amnone, 
Therefore farewell, I ſee thou know'lt me nor. 
T6. Boy, this ſhall nor excnte rhe injuries 
That thon halt done me, therefore turne and dravw. 
Roms, 1 doe proteſt I never 1njur'd thee, 
Bur love thee better than chou canſt deviſe, 


Tillchon ſha!r know rhe reaſon of my love : 
And ſo good Capwler, which name I tender 


As dearely as my owne;, be ſatisfied. 


Aer. Ocalme diſhonourable, vile ſubmiſſion, 
ella ſiucaths carries it away : | 
Tibalt, you rat-catcher , will you walke? 

T «6. What wonldſt chou have with me? 

Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing bur one of your nine 
ves, that I meane to make bold withall, and as you ſhall 
uſe mee hereafter dry beare the reſt of the eight. Will you 
plucke your ford our of his Pilcher by the cares ? make _ 


© w_ . 


of Romeo exd Julict: 
leſt mine be about your earese're it be ont. 

T6. Tam for you. 

Rem. Gentle Mercatio put thy Rapicr up. 

Mer. Come fir, your Paſſado. 

Ro. Draw Bemvolio, beat downe their weapons : 
Gentlemen for ſhame forbeare this outrage, 
 Tibalt, Mercntio, the Prince expreſlely hath 
| Forbid bandying in Yerone's ſtreets: 
_ Hold Tibalt ,good Merentio. 

Away Tibalt. 
mn ſped; 
A ea p am 3 
wn and hath nothing? . 
Ben, What art thong hure ? 

Aer. 1I,1,a ſcratch, a fcratch, - 'ris 
Where is my Page ? goe villaine 2 Surgeon. 
Rom. Cone ot hurt canmbimach, £7 
 Mer.,No, 'tisnor ſodeepe asa Well, nor fo wideas a Charch 
doore, bur 'ris , twill ſerve, aske for mee ro morrow and 
you ſhall finde mee a grave man. Jam peppered I warrant for 
this world, a plague a boch your houſes - 'zounds a dogge.a rat, 2 
mouſe, a cat ro ſcratch a man ro death; _ rogue, a vil- 
laine, that fights by the booke of Arirhmerticke : why the dev'll 

came you berweene us ? I was hurtunder your arme, | 

Roms. I thought all forthe heſt. 

Mer. Helpe me into ſome houſe Benvolio, 

Or 1 ſhall faint : a plague a both your houles, 
They have made wormes meat of me, 
I have it, and ſoundly ro your houſes. 
Exit. 

Rom. This Gentleman , the Princes neere ally, 
My hey rm , hath got his mortall hurr 
In my behalfe, my repnration ſtain'd 


4 


W ith Tba1rs launder, Tibalt that an howre £5 

Hath beene my couſin. O ſweet flier, ; 

Thy beauty hath made me efteminare, - 

And inmy temper foftned —_ 
3 


* £ 
a ® 


bu . 
—_ wed waa oc ee oe an «is had ret os 7 
» ua oy « F / 
— 1 © Is LY 
*. 


4 »% 


*, 
4 .. - aa VL PRr4 
d " « 
= 
; " 
HF 3 . 
« * 


The unluckie mannage of this farallbrall. 


The moſt lamentable Tragedy 


Ti . Enter Benvolio- 
Ben. O Romeo, Romeo , brave Mercutis'rdead, 
Thar gallant ipirit hath afpit'd the clouds, 
W hich coo untimely here did icorne the earth. 

Rem. This dayes blacke fate on more daies doth depend, 
This but begins the woe others muſt end. : 

Ben. Here comes the furious T:balt back again, 

Rom. He gone in triumph,and Mercstio(laine, 
Away to heaven reſpeQive lenity, 
And fire and fury be my conduct now-- 
Now Tbalt take the vilfaine backe againe - 
Thar late thou gav'ſt me, for Meremtio's lonle 
Is bur a little way above our heads, 
Staying for thine to keepe him company : 
Either chou or I, or both, maſt goe wich him. 

T6. Thou, wretched boy, that didſt conſort him heres 
Shalt with him hence. 

Roms. This ſhall determine that. 

They fight. Tibalt falls. 
Ben. Romeo, away , be gone, 

The Citizens are up, and 7balr flaine: 
Stand not amaz'd,the Prince will doom thee death; . 
If chou art taken : hence, be gone, away.. 
Rom. O ] am forreunes foole, 
Ben. Why doſt thou ſtay ? 


Exit Romeo. 
Enter Citizens. 
(it. Which way ran he that kil'd Mercutio ? 
T ibalt chat murderer, which way ran he ? 
Ben. There lyes that Tibals. 
Cit. Up fir, goe with me, 
I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 
Enter Prince,old Mountague, Capulet, 
their wives and all. 
' Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 
Ben. O noble Prince, I can diſcover all 


There 


of Romeo axd Julict.. 
There lyes the man flaine by young Romeo, 
Thac No thy kinſman brave Xercatio. es” 
 («p.Wi. Tibalt my confin,O my brothers childe, - 
O Prince, O couſin,hasband, O the blood is ſpild, 
Of my deare kinſman : Prince, as thou arr true, 
For bloot! of ours ſhed blood of Monntague. . 
O couſin, coulin.. 
Prin. Bexvolio, who beganthis bloody fray ? 
Bey. T ibalt here (lainyhom Repwes's hand did (lay, 
Romeo that ſpoke him faire, bad him bethinke | 
How nice the quarrell was , and nrg'd withall 
Your high diſpleaſure: all chis utrered 
Wch gentle breath, calme look, knees humbly bowed, 
Conld no take truce with the unruly ſpleene 
Of Tibalt deafe to peace, bur that he tults 
Wirh piercing ftecle at bold Aercatio's breaſt :. 
Who all as hor, turnes deadly point to point, . 
And with a martiall ſcorne with one hand bears- 
Cold death aſide, and with the other ſend 8. 
Ir backe ro Tibalr, whole dexterity 
Recorrs it : Romeo he cryes aloud, 
Hold friends,friends part ;and fwifter than his rongue 
His agill arme beats downe thei: fatall points, 
And 'twixt them ruſhes : nnderneath whole arme, 
An envious thruſt from Trbe/t hit the life. 
Of tour Mercntio, and then 7 ibalt fled : + 
Bur by and þy comes backe to Rywes, 
Who had bar newly entertain'd revenge; 
And too'r they goe like lightning :for ere I 
Conld draw to part them was ſtout 7 bal (laine, 
And as he fell did Roweoturne and flic, 
This is the cruch, oc ler Bexvolio dye. 
(ap wi.Heis a kinſman to the Aountagues, 
Aﬀection makes him falſe, he fpeakes not true : 
Some twenty of them fonght in this blacite ſtrife; . 
And all choſe twenty conld bur kill one life. . 
I begge for juſtice, which thou Prince muſt give; 
| —Y Repwes 


The'moſt lamentable Tragedy 
| Romeo (ew Tibalt, Romeo muſt nor live. 
\ Prin. Romeo \lew him, he {lew Mercatie, 
\Vho now the priceof his deare blood doch owe ? 
Aſou,Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercutio': friend, 
His fanlt concludes but whart the law ſhould end, 
The life of T*balt, 
Prin. And forthat offence 
Immediately we doe exile bim hence. 
I havean intereft in your hearts proceeding, 
My blood for your rude brawles doth lye a bleeding. 
Buc Ile amerce you with fo Rtrong a fine, 
Thar you ſhall all repent the loſle of mine. 
I will be deafe to pleading and excuſes, 
Nor teares, nor prayers ſhall purchaſe our abuſes. 
Therefore uſe none , let Romeo hence in haſte, 
Elſe when hes found, that houre is the laſt. 
Beare hence this body, and attend our will, 
Mercy bur murders pardoning thoſe that kill. - 
Xit. 


-, 
., , We . 6 4, =_ x" _ 6 fe 4. *s 4 * T - 
FF « _ < 'S 
- _ " _ 
| % oO w Þ by #4 . 
o 
4 —_— fan" þ A 
D * 
: p y y ys... « 
n TY. £ & - PRs: +4 £4 4+ 
- neue / AF 2eS -.\., . EF, , 
%« MR k "—_ = © . > 
o - Y wv 
* 
A B . 
o - $2 
*; 
l ©. 
4 


wt To oa 4 « * + - * 


| Enter Julict alone, 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed Reeds, 

Towards Phebw lodging, fuch a waggoner 

As Phaetonwonld whip you to the Weſt, 

 Andbringinclowdy night immediately. 

Spread thy cloſe curtaine love-performing night, 

That run-awayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 

Leape totheſe armes, untalkr of and unſcene : 
* Lovers can ſceto doe rheir amorous rights, 

By _ owne wr ea or of love = blind, 
L. Ic beſt agrees with night : come civill night, 

WB -. | Thou ſober ſuited matron prearwgy 
And learne me how to loſe a winning match, 
Plai'd for a paire of ſtainlefſe maiden-heads : 
Hood my unman'd blood baiting in my checkes, 
With thy blacke mantle: till firange love grow bold, 
Thinke trae love ated ſimple modeſty : 
Come night,come Rowee, comerbon day in night, 


& _ 
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For 


of Romeo axd Julict, 


Fot thou wilt lye npon the wings of _ 
W hiter than ſnow upon a Ravens backe : 
Come gentle night,come loving black-brow'd night, . 
Give me my Romeo, and when he ſhall dye, 
Take him and cur him ont in little'ſtarres, 
And he will make the face ofheaven fo fine, 
Thar all che world ſhall bein love with night, 
And pay no worſhip to the gariſh ſunne. 
O Ihave bought the manſion of a love, 
Bur not poſſeſt it , and though I amſold, 
Nox yet injoy'd ; ſo tedious 1s this day, 
As is the night before ſome feſtivall, 
To an impatient childe that hath new robes, 
And may not weare them. O here comes my Nurſe, 
Emer Nar(e with cords. 
And ſhebrings newes, and every rongue that ſpeakes 
Bur Romeo's name, $ heavenly el 
Now Nurſe,what newes? what haſt thon ? 
The cords that Romeo bid thee ferch ? 
Nurſe. I, I, the cords. 
Jl. Ay me, what newes ? why doeft thou wring thy hands ? 
Nur. A weladay, hee's dead, hee's dead, hee's td, | 
We are undone Lady, we are undone : | 
Alack the day, hee's gone, hee's kill'd, hee's dead, 
7«l. Can heaven be ſo envious? | 
Nurſe. Romeo can, 
Thongh heaven cannot, O Romeo, Romeo, 
W ho ever would have thoughr ir Roweo ? 
| Fal.Whar divell art thou that doſt torment methng? - 
This torture ſhould be roar'd in di\ſmall hell : 
Hath Reweo'laine himſclfe ?fay thou bur I, 
And that bare vowell I ſhall poyſon more 
Than the death-darting eye of Cockatrice : 
I am not 1ifthere be ſuch an I, 
 Orthoſe eyes ſhor, that makes thee anfwere 1, 
 Ifhebeſlainefay 1, or ifnor, No, 
Briefc ſounds determine of my weale orwoe. 


Narſc: 


The moſt Iamentable Trag ebly 
Nurſe. 1\aw che wound, 1 fawit with mine eyes» 
God ſave the marke, here on his manly breſt, 
A pitcous coarſe, a bloody pireous coarſe, 
Pale, pale as aſhes, all bedeaw'd in blood, ; 
All in gore blood : Ifwouned at the fi 
Jnl. Obreake my heart, poore breake at once, 
To priſoneyes, ne're lookeon liberty, 
Vile earth co earth reſigne,end morion here, 
And thou and Reweo preſſe one heavie becre. 
Nurſe.O Tibalt, Tibals,rhe beſt friend Thad, 
O courteous T ibalt, honeſt Gencleman, 
That ever I ſhould live to ſee thee dead. - 
 J=l. What ſtorme 1s this that blowes ſo contrary ? 
Is Romeo (langhtred ? and is T ibalt dead ?\ © 
My deareſt couſin , and my dearer Lacd : 
Then dreadfull rrumper. ſound the generall doome, 
For whois living if thoſe rwo are gone ? 
. Nurſe. Tibatt is gone , and Romeo baniſhed, 
Remeothar kild him, heis baniſhed. 
| J=l. OGoddid Romeo's hand ſhed Tibalts blood ? 
Nsrſe.Jcdid, it did, alas the day it did. - 
7«1l. Oſerpent heart hid with a flowring face / 
Did ever dragon keepe lofaire a cave? 
Beaucifullryranc, fiend angelicall, 
Ravenous 


O nature, whar hadſt chon co doen hell 


When thou didſt the ſpirit of a fiend 
In-mortall paradit fc ſweer fleſh ? 
Was ever booke containing ſovile matter 
So fairely bound? O that deceit ſhould dwell 
1n fuch a lace / | 
 Niur.There's notruſt,no faith,no honeſty in men, 
All perjur'd,all forfworne, all navght, all difſemblers : 
Ah, where's my man? give me ſome Aqua vite. 


| of Romeo and Juliet; | 
Theſe griefes,theſe woes,theſe forrowes make meold, 
Shame comerto Romes. , 


«1. Bliftered be thy totgt 

vb avi t Neve ae ene 66 Gates 

Upen his brow ſhame is aſham'd ro fit : 

For'tis athrone where hotiour may be crown'd 

Sole Monarch of the nniverfall earth. * 

Sn eas 
Nur. Wil ewe im 11d your contin : 
7=l.Shall Ibeakeitiof him thar is my busband > = 

Ah y=_ my Lord ! what tongue ſhall ſmooth chy name, 

W hen I thy three hotres wife have mangled it ?' 

Bur wherefore villaine didft chon kill my conf? - 

Tharvillaine confin wonld have kilf'd my tmsband. 

Backe fooliſh teares, backetoyout nativeſpring, 

Your riburary drops belongto woe, = 

W hich you miſtaking offer yp to joy. 

My husband lives that Tibalt have ſlaine, 

And T ibalr's dead that would have flaine ny husband : 

Allchis is comfort : wherefore weepe I then? 

| Some words there were worſer than'7#bafts death 

- That murdred me : I wonld foryet ir faine, 

Bur ob, it preffes comy memory, 

Like damned gnilty deeds co finners mindes; 

Tibalt is dead,and Rexves baniſhed. 

That baniſhed, that one word baniſhed, | 

Hath ſlaine ten thouſand Tibelts : Tibalts death 

Was woc e if it had ended there. 

. Orifſowre woe delights in Rſlowſhip, * 

And needly will be rankr wich other Pietes, 

Why follow'd nor, when ſhe ſajd Tibatr's dead, 

Thy father, or thy mother, nay orborh, : 

Which moderne lamentation might have moy'd: 

Bur with a rereward following T iba/ts death, 

Romeo is baniſhed :ro ſpeake that word, 

| Es father, mother, Tibalt,Romeo, Julict, PRESS. 

Allllaine, all dead, Romeo is banithed. 

| TT G. There 


The moſt lamentable Tragedy 
There is no end, no limit , meaſure, bound, - 
In that words death), no words can that woe found. 
Where ismy father rand my mother Nurſe ? 

Near, Weep toy Low manga 
W1ll yon goe hoe ag Iwill thither, 

Jul. Wath they his wounds = ceares, mine ſhall be ſpent, 
W hen theirs are dry, for Remeo'sbaniſhmenc, 
Take up thoſe cords ; poore ropes. you arcbeguil'd; 
-na you and h for Rengeq is ex) uEY . 
He made you for a to | 
Burla mate dye high way ory beck 
| Comecord, del Nurſe, lle ro. my 155-04. appal 
And death, not Rees ,take my mai 

Nurſe. H parop r chamber; le finde Romeo, 
Tocomfort you ; Iwor wellnherehe is, 
Harke you, your* 11457 here at night Y 
' Herohim, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. ria} 


| 7. O find him, give this ring to my crue. be, 
Z nog ria Knig eo 


oT Ent... | ein & 
: ET «. Fi 
me owe, 12 36! 


Fri. Romeo come forth,co 
Aﬀiiction 1s enamor'd of thy parts,,.,. 
And thou art weddegd tocalamity+ ;., . 

Ro.Father what nevies rar is ale Prin 
W hat forrow craves SOTRHEOF! ac wp 
Thar yet I know. no? ._ + 

Fri. Too familiar © 
Is my ka 199m Is 
Ibringthee tidi 

LI 
Fri. Agent 
Notbod:es, death, bur mer vas om 1. 

Rom. Ha !banilh ? be merc cid ley deaths 

 Forexile hath more rerronrin} KO 11 £4) 3 17 


Much,more than death : doe noe. {a ; bang 
Fri. Here from Verona arc thou batu 


FT 
don? $4.91 L 
ul 


a1, an 4A 


. of Rome0 ayd Julict, 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide- peo 
Roms. There is no world without Feroxe walls, Pl 
Bur purgatory, rorture; hell ic ſelfe. 
Hence baniſhed is baniſhe from the world, 
And worlds exile is-death, Thenbaniſhed_ 
Is death mifrearm|d : calling deach baniſhed, 
Thou cur ft my head off with a golden Axe, 
And mil upon the Riroke that murders me. 

Fri, O deadly finne : Orndenmnchankfalnefle ? 
Taling thy per hechrat Fathom, 
ng part, | afide o | 
And rurn'd that blacke word death co banifhmenc : 


. 


Ss 


On the white een tary rating rc 

And Reale igamorrall bleſſing 'trom her lips, 

Who evenin pare and Veſtall modeſty 

Scillblaſh,as chinking rheir ownekifles fiane : 

This may flies doe, when I from this nniſt fiye, = | 

And flaiftthon yer tharenile is move dearti, ©. «6 

Fe dad | I-10 iT | 
het | : | 

| no poiſon mixr;qo grownd 5 1366 EE - 

No faltmmertnefdunh cheaters, | 

BurBaniſhed rokilkme ?2Bandhedd 4 

OFrier, the damned uſe :thar word in hell, | 

Being a Divine, a ghoſtly Confeſſor, .: ul 

A finne Obſolver, and my Friend proteſt, - Yn s | FLIES 

To mangle me with chat wotd baniſhed? }. 


wax oof p "0 y 4 
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Fyi.Thou fond mad man, heare me alictle ſpeak; 
3 Rem. O thou wile cake againe of banifhment, 
Fri. Ile give thee armour ro keepe oft thar word, 
Adverſities ſweet milke, Philoſophy, 
To comfort thee though thou art baniſhed. 
Rom. Yet baniſhed ? bang up Philoſophy, 
Unlefſe Philoſophy can make a J=lcet, 
Diſplant a towne, reverie a Princes doome, 
Ic helpes not, it tle$ nor, talke no more, 
. Fri.O then I ſee that mad men have no cares, 
—_— Rom, How ſhould they, when wiſe men have noeyes ? 
+ 8h Fri. Let me difpate with thee of thy elate. = 
= Rem. Thou canſt nor ſpeake of that thou do't not feele. . 
Werr thou as young #8 I, Juicer thy love 
An houre bat married , Tibalt murdered, 
Doing like me, and like mebatuthed, 
Then might chou ſpeake, 
Then mightſt cho cearethy hires 
And fall uponthe gronnd as I doe now, 
Taking che meaſure of an unmade grave. 
Narſe knockss, - 
Fri, Ariſe, one knockes, OI hide chy ſelfe.. 
_... Rom. Nox I, unlefle the of hearr-ficks grones . 
=: Miſt-like infold me from the ſearch of eyes. 
a * = Fr : Knocks. £5 
| Fri. Harke how e860 7" Frm amermy ?) Rowav ariſe, 
 Thonwiltbe taken (ſtay a while) ſtand vp. 


Knocke apaine. 
Run to my ſtudy 


(by and \ Gods will, 7” 
W har fimpleneſle 1s this ; I come, I come. 
 Kmocke. 
Who knockes ſo hard ? whence come wy rpg gag | 
| Emer E. 
Niwr. Let me come in,and you ſhall know my errand : 
I come from Lady Juliet. 
Frs, Welcome rhen. 
Nor, O holy Frier, O cell me boly Frier, 


Where's 


of Romeo and Juliet, 

Where's myLadies Lord? wheee' $ Ropes f ? 

Fri. There on the 
With his owne teares made dranke. 

Ner, O, he 18 evenin m Miftreſle caſe, 
Jaſt! inher caſe: O wofall Smpaty? 

iteons predicament ? even ſhe, 

wn blubbring : 


Blubbring and —_—_ — - 
a man, 


Stand up, ſtand up, 
For Jules lake, fake es and ſtand : 
Why ſhould you fall inrofo deepe an O ? 
Rops. Nurie. 
Nr. Ah fir,ab irgdeach i 13 che endof all. 
Roms. Spak'ft thonof Juliet ? how ift with her ? 
Doch ſhe nor chinke me ah old nartherer, 
Now I have ſtain'd the child-head of our joy, 
With blood remov'd bur lictle from her owne ? 
Where is ſhe? and how doth ſhe? and what ſayes 
My agony wr ——— and 
Nur. Oh, {he ſayes not * h——_ Wecpes, 
And now falls onherbed, Sn 
And Tibalt calls, and then on mn 
And then downe falls againe. 
Rom. As if that name ſhor from the deadly levellofa OY 
Did murther her, as that names cutdinnd- 
Murdred her kinſman, OhrellmeFrier, tell me, 
In what vile part of this Anatomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that 1 may facke 
The hatefull mankion. 
Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand. 
Art thou a man? thy cries out thou art, 
Thy teares are womaniſh , thy wilde aQts denote 
Tjenreaſonbl fury ofa beaſt. 
eemely woman in a ſeeming man, 
Andill 6 Autar beaſt ini both, | 
Thou haſt amaz'd me :By os loanr Sw -M 
It t thy diſpoſition better rem SD 
Haſtt eine Tobeir *mwilrthon ——— 
\ G3 And 
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| Andflay thy Lady, that inthy 
By doing damned hate upon fas ole? 


Why rai!'it thou on thy « neg 4 heaven,and earth, - * 7 

Since birth,and 4.9 hone earth; all three domeet - 

- In thee at once, which thou ax once would loſe ? 

 Fie,fe,thou ſham'ſt chy ſhapexhy loveahy wat, 

Which like an Uſurer ound 7 in all, 

And uieſt none in that true uſe indeed, 

Which ſhould bedecke ſhapeaby love, thy WiC- 

_ Thy noble ſhape is bur Sons ofwaxe, 

D1greſling from the valour of a man : 

| Thy deare love fworne, bur hollow perjury, 

Killing that love which chou haſt vow'd = OY 

Thy wit, that ornament to ſhape and love, 

Miſe. ſhapen 1n che. condu@ of them boch, 

| Like powderin a $kill-lefle outdiers flaske, 

Is ſer on fire by thine owne ignorance, 

Andthon Gerd wht Ine owne defence. 

_ Whar? rawle thee ;man, thy Jadcev is alive, =_ 

| For whoſe deare fake thou walt but lately dead: - |- - 

Thereart thou happy. 7ibeis would 4 964g 

Bur thou ſleweſt Gate, AT 

The Law that threarned death-becomes __ + 

And turnes it to exile, there axt thou happy 

A packe of bleſſipgs'light $lght opon 6s Fenn 

Happinefle courrs thee array» Jo mn neces 

Bur like a amb hnd foes weneh ee arm dot 

Thou poutſ upon thy fortune and thy love. eng AT 

Take heed, rake heed, for ſuch dye miſerable, -. 

Goe get theetothy love, as was decree'd, 

Aſcend her chamber, hence and comfort her « = 

Bnt looke thon Nay noctillcheryatch be ſet, {i ici 

For thenthou canft nor paſſero Manna, :  -;1 1 ol 

W here thou ſhalt live til wecanfinda crime 1 

Toblaze yonr marriage , reconcile your friends,' 
arden of the Prince ,and call thee backe, 

wal, ewenty knndred thouſand times more joy - 


Than 


of Romeo and Julicr, 


oat ann | 


Ant bid her haften allehotouſewo beg 
Which heavie ſorrow makes chenapt ano, 

Remeo is comming. | 
Nwr. O Lord, I could bave ftaid hereallthe night 
To heare good counſel!; obs what Learbing is ! 

My Lord, Ile tell my Lady youwiltcome. - 
Rom, Doeo, and bid my ſweet prepare rochide. 
Near. Here fir, aring ſhe SS 
Hie you, make haſte ,for ic e 
Roms, How well my 


Fri. Goe hence, good night, und he 


Either be —— = 
Orby thebeakeof wy” 
Sopncin de, out many - ' 
DC foi ori $9 

£O * 26h | 
Glremerky hand, a rene won, 

Rom. a Aran | Kar eras + pf 

Ir were a gricfe ſo br1 


Exennt. '.* 
vc." Enter old Capnlet, hi wife, and Paris, 

C 4p. Things have falne one fir ountackily;-'+ 
That we have — 22 'f 
Looke you, ſhe loy'd her Kinlnin 7344 
Andſodid I: well, wewerebornetodye: | 
—_— late, — come cornered night, 


I promiſe you 


Pars. Theſetimes —— notunesto wooe: '' 
Madam good night, cottuniend mers your { eget *5f1 

Za-1will, _ know Hlermind early-romorrow, | 
Tonight heis mewed uptoher heavineſſe; Ft” 
- Cap. Sir Pars , I will make a eniltpbrats 
Oy childes love ;Jchinke ſheylibe ral'd + - 


_ - 
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' Wee'llkeepe no great a 
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In all reſpes by me : nay more, I doubt ir not. 
\Wife, goe you to her ere you goe ro bed, 
Acquaint her here with my ſonne Pars love, 
And bid her, marke you me, on wedneſday next : 
* Bur foft, whar day is this ? = 
Pars. Monday, my Lord, 

(a. Monday,ha,haywell wedneſday is too foone; 
A thurſday ler it be, a thurſday rellher 
Shee ſhall be married rothis noble Earle : 
Will yon be ready ? doe you like this haſte? 
a friend or two : 
For harke you, T:bals —_ (o late, 
It may be chought we held turn careleſly, 
Being our kiniman, if we revell mach : 
Therefore wee'll have ſome halfe a dozen friends, 
Andthere an end : Bur what ſay you to Thurlday ?. 

Pars. = Lord, I would chac thurſday were to morrow. 

Cap. Well, ger you gone, athurſday be xx then: " 
Goe you co Juliet exe you goe tobed, 
Prepare her, wife, againſt chis wedding day, 
Farewell my Lord : light co my chamberho, . -20% 
Afore me: 1t is fo very late, that we may call it early by and by, 
Goodnight. 

Enter Romeo axd Julict «loff., 

Jal. Wilt thoube your ?x is not yet neare day: 
It was the Njghringale and nor the Lacrke, 
Thar pearc'c the fearefull hollow of thine care ; 
—_— ſhe fings on yond etree: 
Beleeve me love it was the Nightingale. - 

Rom, It was the Larke,the herald ofthe morne, 
No Nightingale : looke love what envioas fireakes 
Doe lace the ſevering clonds in yonder Eaft : 
Nights candles are bury our, and cond day 
Strands tip-toe on the mifty mountamesrops : 

I muſt be gone and 4 9, IN 1 : 
Jl. Yond light is not dey-light , I know u 1: 


E xenut. 


- 


Tr 


Ie is ſome Meteor thattheſanne exhale, 
To be tothee this night a Torch-bearggy ti 77 200 
RE or mY 
Therefore ſtay yet,thon needeſtnot begone. ' 

Roms Let mebera'ngletmebe pda 
Jencn—_— CO 0 IT 
Ile fa 18 Nor moriiings | = q! 0 
Tis chepdte reflexs of Clanbic'rorow, My. 
Nor that isnot the Larke whoſe notes doe beat -- 
The vanlry heaven ſo high above our heads : 
I have more care toftay than willro goe, =. 
Come death and welcome, Julierwillsit io. * 


How iſt my foule? ler's ralke, it is norday. 
prey penny wore: 2 


kako LO oye tern = -.. 
conn frckalade wakes ſryeet divifien; 
This doth nor ſo , for ſhe dividerti us. _ © © 
Some ſay the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 
O now I would they had chang'd voices roo, 
Sac ne eee ASIEY 
t ce Wi rot 
Omanbe » more = and light it growes. 
Row. More light and light,more darke and darke | ; 
Our WOCs. | es 
Emer Madam and Narſe. 
Fl. Nurſe. 
Nwrſ. Yor Lady mother is comming to your chamber, 
The day is broke, be wary, lookeabonr: 
Jul. Then window let day in, and ler life ont. 
Rom. Farewell, farewell ; one kifle and Ile defcend. 
Jal. Art thou gone fo love, Lord,ay husband,friend ? 


n - 
OW _— 4 4 n—— =£ =P. "ot 


_ _ OE 


I muſt heare from thee every day in the houre, 
For ina mute there'are — 4 
m 


S, 
m yeeres, Ela.» 


H . | Rom. —_ 


O by this coant 7 ſhall be. 
Ere I againe behe'” _onves, 


The moſt _ ——_ 


Rop. Farewell. STE 1 | 
Iwill omir noopporrunitys, etl :221 1 
That may conv odas; 

Jl. Othin honwe (hall ever mect againe?... 


Roms. 1 doubt i nor, and allcheſe woes bn fins 
For {weet diſconries in our ye nay ht 


7«1. O God, Ihave gol 


Me thinkes I ſee thee naw thoy vs ſq 


As one dead inthe botzome of a crombe ; | bh , by 


a= my eye-ſight failes or tho look 
ada meme you F 
Dry 1a vinkes blood Ad Fa adien,.. 


7«1l.O forrune, ln ales fickle; 
If thon art fickle what doft thou with him = 
That is renown'd for faich ? Be fickle fortune, 
For then Ihope thou wil got keepe him Ong . 
Bur ſend him backe, | 
Enter Mother LagGlt _—_ 
Za. Ho davghter, are youup 
Jul. Who il ther chile? vis my Lady motber 
Is = not m_ {o late, orup early? | -. + 
” hat unaccuſtom'd caule procures herfirher ? 2, 
a, Why how now Juliet? 
Jai Madim I amnor well. 
La. Evermore weeping for your coulns death? 


What ? wile thou waſh him from his gravewith teares ? 
And if thou couldſt , thou couldſt not make him live ; | 
Therefore have done, ſome griefe (hewes much of love, 


Bur much of griefe ſhewes full fome want of wit, 


> Jul. Yetler mew for fucha feeling loſſe. - -, 
La. So ſhall you - eche loſſe, bur not the friend 
W hich you we | 


Fl. ourk per bſfe, . 
'Icannor chuſe bus ever w ceperhe Fiend. - 949111 94. 

La.Well G1 At io 
As that the \ vi c lives which 
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of Rames 6542 Yall 
J=l. Wharvillaine Madam? © 5 NA 
Fri Viuincand be be runy les aur; 
#1.V1 ET TT. 
| Fr ama _y" Los | 
 Andyernoman like he dechghoe —_— 
La. Thar is bectuiſe the Traitot lives.” | 
7ul. I Madam, from chereachof deem) hands : 
Would none bur 1 might venge Rn | 

La. We willbave Wi eertonnGs 
Then weep no more, Ile 
Where that me banilhi! ite doth te, 

Shall Jared agar | 
Thar he ſhall ſoone ke wo lorartr=r ag. ON 
And then 1 thonvrikebe fright 
Fol. Indeed 1 never ſhall be farisfi'd”' 
With Remeotill I behold him. Dead” / 
Is eoagwonoyn n 
Madam, if yon could findeonr buca man - .”- 
Tobeare apo oy a rn temper ity” — Ces 
That Romeo | : 
Soone ſleepe inqQuet, OO how ehentt Slikrae 
eTohearchimnam'd, and- canhotTtome to him, | 
———— 
. R Fee 21>} oprbns 
"Va Find rents theanes, arid Ile finde ſuch a man. 
Bur now Iletell thee joyful! ridings Girle. 

7=l. And joy comes well inſoch a needy times _ 
What are they Tbeſeech your Ladiſhip? SW 

Aſo, Well,well rchon haſt a carefn!! Firher childe, 

One, who to put thee ffomthy _— | 
Hath ſorted onr a ſudden day of 
' That thonexpeQs not , nor T phe not for, 

Jul. Madam inhappytime,what day is that ? 

Ao, Marry my childeearly next thurſday morne, | 
Thegallatit, young, and noble Gentlernan, ys 
The County P «r# at Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happily 4 make thee there a m—_ Bride. -# | 
' þ © + IJal. 
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7ul. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter t00, 
He ſhall not make me there a joyfull Bride. 
I wonder atthis haſte, chac Imuſtwed \ 
Ere he that muſt be husband comes rowooe: — 
Ipray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 
I will nor yer ; and when Idoe, I fweare 
It ſhall be Romeo, whom you know I bate, 
Rather than Paris. Thele are newes indeed, 
Me, Here comes your father , tell bim ſoyour ſelfe, - | | 
And ſcchow he willtakeitat at:your hands, | 

(«p. When the Sun ſersche airedorh drifle dew; 
Bur for the Sur-ſer of my Inns, 
Ir raines downe right. #1 
How now,a Conduit Girled wharfillin reares? \aP 
Evermore ſhowring? In one littlebody © ': | Ow 

Thou counterfeicſt a Barke, a Sea, a winde 2 

For ſtill rhy eyes, which I may call the fea, 
Doe ebbe Ci remns 1" 
Sailing in this falr flood ; che windes thy 
Who raging with thy teares, and vs. wit 
W ichour a {ſudden calme will over-ſer » 
Thy tempeſt rofſed body. Hownow wife? 
Have yon delivered hes our decree? ' | - | fn 

La. T fir, but 46 mae pr QAnpta jourhankes.” 
I would the foole were married ro 

(4p: Soft,rake me with ni nia 
How ? will ſhe none? doth ſhe not ſhe give us thanks? 
Ts ſhenot proud ? doth ſhe not councherbleſ, Ys 


(Unworthy as ſhe 1s) that we have 

So worthy a Gentleman to be her Brid ne ? | pu 
J«l.Nor proud you have,bur chankfull char you! have: 

Prond can I never be of what Iharte, 


But thankfull even for hate that's meant in love. | 
Cap.How now ? how now?ghoprt logick? what is this? 
Proud, and I thanke you, and 1 chanke you not, F1> > 

And yer not prond- Miſtris minion, you, — PP. 
Thanke me no chankings enpr proud me no prod, Bne 


of Romeo axd Julict; 


But fertle your fine joins 'gainſt Thurſday next, 
To goe with Peri to Saint Peters Church, 
han dragge 0 on a hncdle thirher, 

greene kneſle caATionAur you baggage, 
Youtalion face. 

La. Fie,fie, what are you mad? 

J=l.Good father, I beſeech yonon my knees, 
Heare me with patience but to ipeake a word. 


Fa. rhee young , diſobedienr wretch, 
I rell thee .. ny. NS hs Thntler = 


Or never after looke me in the face. 


I— nor, doe nor anſwere me, 
y fingers itch : Wife, we ſcarce he us bleſt 
That God had lent ns bue this onely ctulde, 
Bur now I ſec this one is onetoomanch, * - - 
And chat we have a curſe in having her: | 
Our on her hilding. | TY 
* Nwur. Godin heaven bleſſcher, 
You AY Lord w— | 
Good ProdencaGameninkdh your goffips,goe. 
, Nurſe. 1 ſpeakeno treaſon, Ns 
Fa. O Godigeden. --: | 
Nurſe. May not oneſpeake? 
Fa. Peace you — 
Ucrer yourgravitie O're a Goflips © 
For here we need it not. - N 
Wife. You are too hot. 
Fa. me ns m_ makes me =_ - 
Da z,l e, tide, time, worke, , 
AET , till my carehath - 
To have her matcht, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 
Offaire demeanes, yourhfull, and nob!y alli'd, 
Senfr (as they ſay) with honourableparrs, 
'M 1on'd as onesthonght would wiſh a man; 
And then to have a wretched puling foole, 


H 3 © K 


—_— 
—_ , _ | -_—_ -> _—_—__ 


The moſt lamentable Tragedy 
A whining mammert in her fortunes tender, 
To anſwer, Ile not wed __— love; 
] am too young, I pray you pardon me, 
Bur and ol Kit -3in Lay iepandon you, 
Graze where you will, you ſhall not houſe with me; 
Looke too'r, hinke on'r, I doe nor uſe rojeft,  *®  - 
Thurſday is neere , lay hand on heart, adviſe, 
And you be mine, Ile = you co my friend ; 
And you be nor, hang, beg, ſtarve,dye in the ftreers, 
For by my foule 1lene're acknowledge thee, . 
Nor what is mine ſhall ever doethee 
Truſt roo'r, bethinke you, Ile not be forſworne. 
7ul.Is there no pitty ſitting in the'clondes, : 
- Thar fees into thebhbome my griete ? uy 
O tweet my mother caſt menor away; '- - ; ' 
Delay this marriage for a monerh, a weeke ; * * 
Or Tee doe nor, make the Bridall bed X 
A thatdim Monument where T batt lyes. 
Ao. Talke not to me, for Ile nor ſpeake a'word, 
Doe as thon wilt, for I have done with thee, © Exits 
Jul. O God,O Nurſe, how ſhall this be prevented? : 
My husband is onearth , my faith inheaven, | 
How ſhall that faithrerurne againe to earth, 
Unleſſe that husband ſend it.-me from heaven, 
By leaving earth ? comfort me, counſell me. ' '' 
Alacke,alacke, that heaven ſhould-praRice ſtratagems 
Upon þ ſoft a ſubjett as my ſelfe. 
W har faiſt thou ? hafchou not a word of joy? 
Some comfort Nurſe, + , * (nothing, 
Nur. Faith here it is. Romeois baniſhed, and allche world rw = 
That he dares ne're come backe to challenge you : 
Or if he doe, it needs muſt be by ſtealth : 
Then fince the caſe fo ſtands as now ir doch, 
Tchinke it beſt you married with the Conntie. 
O hee's a lovely Gentleman: - 
-Remeo's a diſl-clout « ry : an Eagle Madam 
Hath not ſo greene, o quick , ſo faireaneye 


of Romeo and ſalict. 
As Pary hath : beſhrew my very hearr, 
I thinke you are happy in this ſecond match, 
For it excels rit ; oc if it did nor, 
Your firſt is dead, or 'ewere as good he were, 
As living here and you no uſe of bim. 

Jul. Speakeſt thou from chy heart ? 

Nar. And trom my foule (00,07 cticbeſhrew them both. 

J#l. Amen. 

Nour. What? - 

Ful. Well, thou haſt comforted me marvellous mad. 
nn cellmy Lady Iam-gone, 
is, Bos difpleas'd my father, ro.Lewrence Cell, 

econfeſſion ,and robechiole 'd: + 

"— Marric I willand this is wiſely done. | 
. Jl. Ancient damnation, O-moſt wicked fiend, 
rare 

co di 
Which ſhe harh praixd him with above 
So many thoaand rimes ? Goe Counſeller, 
Thou and my boſome henceforth ſhall be rwaine : 
Ile ro the Frier to know: his remedys- 
Ifall elſe faile, my ſelfe have power ro dye. 

Shank Frier and 7 Paris. 

Fri,On Thurſday fir! the timeis very ſhort. - 

Pa. My father Cpulet will have it ſo, 
And I am nothing ſlow to flacke his haſte.  . 

Fri. You ſay you do nor know the Ladies minde,.- . 
this fo >I like-ir not. 
Pa. Immoderatelyſhe weepesforT bell? +deach, | 
And therefore have 1 [Lertud of love : TEINS E 
For Yexs miles nor ina houſe of ceares. $5.49 by 
Now fir her father connes:t |! 
| That ſhedothgive ber forrow ſomch ſway, Rb; 
And in his wiflome haftes our , 

To Bop the inundation ofher teares, {2007.5 
W hichroo much minded by herlſelfe alone, ;\ 
Wo Ha from _ focierys ].. 


— 


Exit, 


= , OY > b i 
. © aye lO os 0 £@. au _— - m— - AE. Ke wo 


Exit.- 


t 
þ 
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The moſt Iamentable Tragedy 
' Nowdoe you know the reaſon of this haſte? 
Fr. 1 would Tknew not why it ſhould be flowed : 
Looke fir, here's comes the Lady rowards my Cell. 
Entey Julicr. 
Par. Happily met my Lady and my wife. 
7=l. That may be fir ,when I may be a wife. 
Pe. That ma 7 be,muſtbe love on Thurklay next: 
_ Fol. Whar mathe ſhallbe, 
Fri, That's a cerraine text. 
Pay. Come you to make confeſſion tothis Farher ? 
Jal.To anſwer that T ſhould confeſſero you. 
Par, Doenor deny to him that you love me. 
Jel. Twill eto you that I love him. 
Par.Sowill ye Tam furethat you love me. 
El m7 behigs willbe — | 
ebehi backe, than 
Por Poorefoule rhy face is much; 
Jal Theres hondge maker's 
For it was bad 
Par. Thou wr 


—»— » Roa 
ry by that, 


ns omg core hrepan. 
J#l. That is noſlander fir, which is acruth, 

And what I ſpake I ſpakeit to my face. ' -. 
Par. Thy faceis mine. and ina faſt andredio 

Jed. Ic maybe ſo, focir is nor mine owne. 


| Are you at letfure , (ones now ? 
Ort My kaipet Od 
Fri. My er, now 
My Lord we maſt 1 1k 
, Pa. God ſhield Ilthiould difturbe devotion, © 


rien thyrſday early: RI rowſe ye, | 
11Ichen adiey, and holy kiſſe. Ex. 
| = ſhur ray ne = mak no my a 7 
Weep WIN me, 
.___F1i.O Juliet, Lav urs ogy 
Tt Heir we” m pour xo 


I heare thou muſt, won ae [xs_onig 
On Thy newman = 


| Jal. 


of Romeo xd Julict, 

7=l. Tellme not Frier that thou hear ofthis; 
Unlefle thou tell me how T may prevenc it : 
If in thy wiſdome thou canſt givenohelpe, 
Doe thou but call my reſolution wile, 
And with chis knife Ile helpe it preſencly. 
God join'd my heart and Rowves's,thou our hands, 
And ere this hand by thee to Rewves's (eal'd, 
Shall be the Labell ro another deed, 
_ Or my true heart with treacherous revole 
| Tarneco another; this ſhall ſlay them both. 


Sullpleythe llayn atermingtar 
Which che commillonelthy peace aniline 
as ts crue honour bring : 

not 


chide awaythis ſhame, % 
coop ors Cane am it z\ 
' And ifthon dareft, Ile givethee remedy. 5 
J*l. Oh bid me leape, rather than marry Ber, 
From off the bacrlements of any Tower : © 
Or walke in cheeviſh wayes, orbid me lurke 
Where ſerpenes are: chaine me with roringbeares, 
Orhide me nightly ina charnell honſe, 
Ore coveredquite with dead mens ratling bones 


Wichreckie ſhankes, and yellow chapleſie skuls : 
 Orbid megoe into a new made grave, 
And hide me with a dead man in his ſhroad; 


Things 


that to heare them cold have mademeteemble, ; _ 
I A 


% - 
” _ —_ pe mu TY” — a—_ — ———_— - X 
Vee, en oe 


The moſt Mwebroble Tragedy. 


And Iwill doe it wichour ſeare or doubr,; 
To live anunſtain'd wife ro my | 

'_ Fri. Hold Pn gy imata be merry, give conſent  - 
To marry Paris: wedneſday 1s to morrows =» 
A ; woe that rhou lye alone, 

Let notthy nn: ——_— 8 

T ake thn this bone being then 1n 

And this diſtilling liquor drinke rhouoE, 

When preſently t ing liquor veines ſhall runne - 
A cold and chowſie htmour: for 
Shall keep his native > ian heveale; FFT 
No warmth,no breath ſhallreftifle thou liv ſt; 
The roſes in thy lips and checkes (hatl fade 
To paly aſhes, thy eyes windowes fall, - 

 Likedeath when he fims : acted day of life : ' 
Each part depriv'd of fi | 
Shall Riffe and Rarke and cold a Me ihe dearh: 

And inthisborrow'd likeneſſe edearh 

Thou ſhalr conginae two and forty houres, 

_ And chenawake as froma pleafanc fleepe. 


Now when \ rs R9" the morning comes, 
Torowſe thee fr bed, chere att thou dead : 


Then, as the manner of our count 


1Ss 

Tae ciben, mdebrer Sachs Beriey A 
Be borne toburiall inthykindreds grave » | 
Thon ſhalt be borne to thar fameancient vault, 
Where allthe Kietedoſ _—_— ters lye: 
In the meane time againfi le awake, 
Shall Romeo by my Letters —_ drifr, 
And hir EweT, 
Willwatchthy waking : 
Shall Romeo beare thee hence webort $, ee 
And this ſhall free thee from this preſem ſhame, 
If no incenſtant joy nor  feare 
Abare thy valour in theaAngit,.. 

J=.Give me,give me,O reli me noc offeare. 


Frq- Hold, ges you goat, be frong and proſperous 


ſweet Love. Bea | 


of Romeo axd Julice; 


In this reſolve : Ile ſenda Frier wich bpeed 
To Mantua with my Leeters tothy Lord. | 
 Jal. Lovegive me Arengebs and firengrb hall helpealford, 
Farewell deare father. Exenur! 
Enter Father Capnlce , Mother, Nurſe, ard Ser- 
vingmen, rwo or three. 

Cap. $0 many gueſts invice as here are writ: 
Sirrah, goe hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 

Sex. You ſhall haye none 1ll fr , for Ilecry if they can licke 


—— 
canſt thon try them ſo? 
C2 Marrie fir is an 111 Cooke that cannot licke his owne 


"Os. Goe be gone, we ſhaltbe much unfonifhe forchigrime: 
whar? ism + 4m. a. | 

Nur. 1 
Cap. Well, he ma chneetodoc omegrodonher, 

A peeviſh ſelfe-will'd barlotry itis. 

Enter [ulier. 

Nwr. See where he comes hom Ghelliacmertie looke. 
Cap. How now my head-firong , where have you beene gad- 


ding? 
ul. Where Thave learnt torepent thefinne 
- diſobedienc 
and your $,andam1 wy 


By ly Lawrence to fall porn 


Hee your pardon : pardon I 


FE. I metthe 
ave him whar becammed love 1 might, 


No fern ore the bounds Tn 
ThioR art Win Iamgldome hz jewel and gan 


| _—_ pe Tayandfechimicer, 


I2 
, 
- 


wa :therefore hechar cannor licke his fingers goes not with 


The woft lamentable Tragedy-. 
Now afore God this holy reverend Frier, 
All our whole Cy is much bonnd cobim. 
Jl. Nurſe, will yon goe with me into my cloſer, 
Toheipeme fort fach needfaull ornaments 
As you thinke fit ro furniſh me to morrow ? 
As. Nonor till cburſday ; there is time enongh. 
Fa.Go Nurſe,goe with her,wee'!llro Church ro morrow. 


Excunt. 
Afo. We ſhallbe ſharr in onr priviſion, - | 
"Tis now nezre = | 
| Fa. Tuſh, Iwil ftirre abone, is T.- } -ol | 
Andallchings ſhall bewell,l warrant cthee wife. 
Goethouto Juliet, helpe to deckenp her : | 
Ile nor to bed ro night , let mealone, 
Ile play the huſwife for this'once. Whar ho? 
They are all forth : well,l will walkemy ſelfe. 
To ty Pars,to prepare up him 
_ Againſtto morrow ; my bearr is wondrous light, 
Since this ame wayward girle is foreclaim'd. 
| Exennt, 
| Emer Fuliet and Nurſe. © 
7=l.T,thoſe attires arebeſt :bur gentle Nurſe - 
pray thee leave me to my ſelfero night, | 
For I haveneed of many Oriſons, - 
To move the heavens to [mile upon my ſtate, 
W hich well thou know'R is ctofſe and full of finne. . 
£84 þ Enter Mother. 
my help? - 


Ao. What are you bufe ho? need 
Ju«l.No Madam,we have cull'd ſuch necefſaries 
As are behoovefull for onr ſtare ro morrow:s — 
So pleaſe you let me now be left alone, 
And let the Norſe this night fit opwith "5 
For I am fare yon have your hands full all, 
Jn this  ſadden bufineſle, 4 


Mo. Goodni it : 
Ger thee tobed and reſt, for thou haft need. 
WT=| --- - Sed 


Jul, 


LL 
| ” "> Y | 
8 , 28 4 EE a—_ ox - | - _= 


of Rameo and Julict, 
Jol. Farewell, Sed lajcwpdoins ſhall meer againe. . 
] have a faint cold fearethrills throngh my veines, - 
Thar almoſt freezes up the hear of life : 
Ile call them backe lnapanathrat 
Nurſe :what ſhould ſhe doeheare? 
My diſmall Scene Inceds muſt a alone. : 
Come Viall : wharif this mixcure doe nocworkeerall?. 


Shall I be marriedchen to morrow morning ? - 
No, no, this ſhall forhidit, lye rhon there. 


Whar if itbea which me Frier |. TT 
pe rr eohave me dead, -- 
Leſt inthis he ſhould be diſhonenr'd, | 


Becauſe he married me before to Rowea? 
Ifeareitis; _ yer methinks it IG: 
For he hath ſtill beene tryed an man. - 
How if when Tam laid incorhe i 
Iwake before the cime that Rewes - 
CE Ns oy 
Shall T not thenbe Rifle intheVaule,- - 235 


Towholefoale nombrobeakhlome arebreadhsin, 
d ere my Roweocomes? . 


Orif Tlive,isi 1T NOT. 
The horrible conceir of death and night,” 
Togerher with rhererror ofthe place, 


As in a Valk, an ancienc 
A —— 
Ofall my buried ancefters are packt ; 


Where bloody Tibalt,yer bur greenein earth, 
| Liesfeſtringinhis ſkrowd; where, asthey ſay, -. 
| Ar ſome honres jn the ni - I 
Alacke, alacke, iti 1$-HOt: 


Soearly waking, whar with loarhſome ſmells, 
And fhrikes like mandrakes torne our of theearth, -. 


Thar living morralls hearing them runne mad: 
Or.if I wake, ſhall Inor be diftrmght, 
- ACInvironed with all theſe hideous ) 


And madly play with my forefachers jones? : 
Iz, 


The moſt lamentable T ragedy. 


| 'N 
And pluckerhe mangled Tibe/t from his ſhrowd,  *: | \a\ 
Andin this rage with ſome great kinimans bone, ' ''/ i! 


As witha club, daſh our my defperatebraines, RT 
O looke, methinkes I ſee my couſins ghoſt - | 


 Secking out Romeo that did ſpit hisbody | tbe 55 0 
Upon a Rapiers point : ſtay Tibalt ſtay 3-12 Vt i 7 
Romeo,Romeo,Romeo, here's drink, I drink rothee. Ws 


Enter Lady of the houſe aud Nurſe, . 
| Lea. Hold,take theſe keyes, and ferch more ſpices Nurſe; 
Nur, They call for Dates-and Quinces in the Paſtry. 
Pater old PS till EAR. 
Cp. Come, ſtir, ſtir, ſtir, the ſecond cocke bach crowed, 
The Gurphewbellhathrung, 'tiertreen clocks: i 
Looke to the bakt meats, good Angelios _ 
Spare not for coſt. NET YICURS D312 01090 5034 GE 
Nur ſe. Goe you Cor-queane, poe, © | 
Gert acobddfaich you'll be -. condi 
For this p94 AT TA 4 TE 1 96 
(ap. No,nor a whit,what2 I havewarche ere now 
All night for lefle canſe, and nere been (icke. 
Za.1,you have been'a monie-tunc in your time, 
- But 1will watch you from ſnch watching now. | | | 
Exit Lady and Narſe. © | 
{ ap. A jealous hood, a jealons hood : now fellow,what is there? 
Emer three or foure with ſpits, ani logtyavdbukets.” | 
Fel. Things for the Cooke fir, bur I know not what: ' 
Cap. Make haſte, make haſte ; furah fe. th drier logpes : 
Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are. © 
Fel.I have a head fir thatwill findeour an 
And never trouble Peter for che marrer.' | + + cons 


. * 
, 
* 


Cap. Maſſeand well aid, a merry horfon, ti, ' 
' Thon ſhalt be Loggerhead. Good taith 'tis day. + 
: ; Play Muſiche . We F | - 


The County will behere with Malicke ſtraight, "| | 
Forſoke ſaid he would: Thearehim neare, _ 
Nurſe, wife, what ho, whirNare Tay. ” 
Coe waken Jw/iet, goe and trim hernp, 


TY of Romeo lend Jace; | 3 
Ile charnith Paris, lie;inaks bafte Ou 
ect gone come rat maketaſte. 
Hay. 
ap ener = ;—_—— » Juliet : fat Iwarranc her ther 
wW , Why La {loggabed; 
Why Love fy, Sn why Beice ++ 
Waar not a word? yon take-your penniworch now, L 
Sleepe for a weeke 3 for thenexenughe I warrant | 
The County Pr: bach fer up hisreſt,; - 
Thar you liceſt buy liveles God forgive me, 
—_— Amen , how found .is ſhe aſleepe : 
Imul needsarale hen Madam Mathan, Madany: 
I, ler the County take you in yoar bed, '* 
Hee'll fright youup yfaich: willic norbe?”* | 
Whar dreft and in your cloches, and dontne agun? - 
I paging when yas. 
Alas, alas hel helpe;iny Lathe'sdead; by "I 
Oh weladayt Sogn oo 7+ IRIS 
Some A4q worn: m oe in: _; 
M6. What noilgidbargds +. 0 
Nw. O lamentable day#:> - 
Mo. W hat is the matter ? * 
Nur. Looke, looke,O bewiecuys | 
M10. O me, O me, my Dong | F-f1 
Revive, looke up, or I willdye wid ali Foy 


Helpe, hel _ To 
F Any 1 2% 320, | 
Fa, For ſhame bring'Jwlier forth, her Tabbs Come, X 
Near. Shee's dead, 7; ſhee's dead, alackerthe day. : | 
Me. Alacketheday., ſhee's dead; -ſhee's deaff;ſhee's _ 3 
Fe, Hah, let me ſee hert'out way fhice's cold,” 2 ons 
Her blood is ſerled, and her joinevare ftife:'”''7' " Fury 
Life and theſe lip = _-_ 


Death lyes on her like an uneimel 


= 


Upon the fveeteſt flower of all cheek. 6: 
Nor.O lamentable dap! ” cn 
Ao, O wofull cane! -- IF 15 ns 


Fa, 


” 


- 
. 
« =_ a—_ o ot 
—— 6 —_— a + 
A _ py _ Fuves. _ 
* _—_ - -- 4 - 2 _— 
# a, ——= % 
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The moſt lamemable Tragedy 


Fa. Deaththat | 24 0-armas hence to make me wade, 
Tyes up my tongue, and will not let me ſpeake. 
f * WW Frier and the ( ount Jy, with ; 
Fri.Come, is the Bride ready to goe toChurch ? 
Fa. Ready to goe, but never toreturne, 
Oſonne, the night before th — 
lyes, 


Hath death laine with thy wife, there 
Flower as ſhe was, deflowred by tum, 
Death 1s my ſonne in law, is my heirs 
My daughter he hath wedded,I willdye 
And leave him all, life, — deaths. face, 
Pa. Have I thought 15 mornings 
And doth it give me Fark fighe as rhis? 
Me. + ++. / png oy mages days 
| 1mm rape. - ze cime law 
In laſting labour of his Pilgrimage: 
Bur =. e one, 0ne poore and loving childe, 
Bur one thing to rejoice and (olace in, *% 
er. One, Owotallwoful, wotull oy 
&#r, O woe, O 5 
Moſt lamemable day, moſt wofull day, 
Thar ever, ever I did yer behold : 
Oday,O day, OO day, O hatefull day, 
Never was ſcene foblacke a day as this- 
O 4 apy wax 4: © A _ a 
Par. Tt 3 Ivor » I in 
Moll cable det by heokegut, © 
By cruell, cruell thee quite overrhrowne, = 
Band not li On 
4-Defpis'd.diſtreſſed, hated, marryrd,lul'd: 
Uncomfortable ume, why cam'ſt chou now, 
To mnrther,murrcher our folemnicy ? 
O child,O child, my foule, and noc my chulde, 
Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead, 
And with my childe my joyes are buried. 
Fri.Peace bo for ſhame,confufions, cate lives not 
{n cheſe confulions ; heaven and your ſelfe 


by 


ef Romes.aad Julicti; 1... 


Had part inthis fayze Maidpy: rnewhames hahalh 
And I the better is it forth ide. 


Yeur partinher you cogld not keepe from deaths 
Buc heaven kee _ part = eternall life ; 

The moſt yon i £ Was Def Promotion, IF 
For 'rwas your, Ong ſhe hould beadyanca > 
Ando e now ſhe is advane't - -: ©; +; 
Above the far as n as pert , 2 

O in this love you love your. itl 
That you run mad —_ that the. iswelle 


Shee's not well ma that h NES BAIT 
Bur ſhee's beſt married thar dy 


- x « &# as 
ii 39 1 


jeverto Cie 


ids uy all lament, mY A 46 


Ye eNarrere tear ce Ry. _ 
a. All we. exduincd feline 
Tango their office roblicke funczall : - 


Our wedding theare 


on Rey OY 


Fan roms, byames, hr 4 
on RE flowers _— ze coarle, .' | 
2 CONATary. * z 
_ Fro. Sir, goe you in; and Madam on With Y 
And goe fir Paris? ery F (15-01 , 
To follow this faire 


Aush..Faith We | 
Nur, H 


For well us is a pitafull 
Fid.1 ns croch, the apa beamended. 


Exennt omnes. 


Enter Peter. 


PeMafcians,oh Mufitians,hearcs — eaſe, 


.O Play me ſome merry dnmp to comfore me: 


_ _ OO” "id 


Doe you note me ? 


D 
4) 
25 


The moſt pages ble Tragedy 


will have we live, play hearts caſe. 
Fid. Nh hearrs eaſe ? - 
Pet. O Meficians becauſe my hearr ir ſelfe playes, my hegre 


is full of woe. 


©, and you 


»x.Not a dumpwe, 'tis notime to play now. 
pet. You will nor then? & 
| AMin.No. 
Per.] willthengive it you ſoundly. 
Ain. What will engive as?-- 
Pet.No _— my faith, bor cheglecke; 
I will give MinſrelL* 
Mes. Thenwill I give you the ſerving creae. ; 
Pet, Then will I lay the ſerving creatures —_——_ your we 
I will carry no Crochers, Tie Re you, Ile Fayon: 


% 


Min. And youRe aeand Fein, you note ne. 
2.44.Pray you par up your dagger , and pur out your wit. 
_ Pez. Then have ar you with my wit. 
Iwilldry beat you with anironatt, and pur opmy iron dagger ; 
Anhver me like men. 
—_ griping iefesthe heart doth wonhd, then muſicke witit 
tver 
Why filver ſound ? why tfin trinficke wicket River ſold Phat ky 
you Simon Carling? ©. 
Ain. Marry fir, becauſe Rivet hath freer nnd q > 
Per. Pratee, what ſay # my OE ata ON 
_ 2.4. 1 fay filver ſound, becauſe Mnfrrians band for ſilver. 
Per. Pracde 60: whit hy you pt found yy ET 2 
3-4. Faith ] know notwhar ro as 
Por. O 1 cry you nieteyr you fre the | 3(& * IN, 
Twill ay for you : it is taficke wich het fi! \ PAS 
Becauſe Muſitians have nogold for ſouriding : 
Then Muſicke with her filver found with ſpeedy helpe doth inal 


redrefie, 
Exit. 


of Romeo ovd Julicti 
Fin. What a peſtilene Knave is this? 


M3, him _ come wee'll in here, tarrie for the 
* Mourners, apd ſtay al 


Exeua, 


Row. If Tray ern} he flareringregicf 
My dreames preſage omg joytu pra enerata 
My boſomes Lord ſus lighcly on hig throne, 
rg Pn 
Lifrs me above the ground wit fall chowhs. Lo} 
Idreamt my nm and founding apt, - 

Strange dreams thatgive a dead man leaverothink, 

And breath'd ſuch lifewich me 

\That Ireviv'd and wasan 
<pollet, 


Ah me, how ſweet is loveir 
When bur loves ſhadowes are {6 rich injoy.. 
Enter Romeo's was Balthazer. 
Newes from Vorene ? how now Balthazer ? 
Doſt chou not bring me letters from the Frier ? 
How doth my Lady ? is my father well? 
ves doth my chr” «ljet? that Taske againe,'- + 
l if ſhebewell. 

Aſa».Then ſhe is well, and nothing canbe i, 
Her body ſleeps in Capels monument, 
 Andherimmortall partwith Angels lives. 
I faw her laid lowin Tos kindreds vaulc, 
And preſently rooke pofte torellir you : 
O pardon me for bringing theſe il] newes, 
Since you did leave it for my office fir. 

Rom.1s ir even ſo? then] [deny you fares. 
Thon know'ſt my lodging, ng gar ne Le Pr - 
And hire poſt horſes, 1 will hence tonight 

AMarn.1docbeſcech you fir have an3eNce, 
Yonrlookes are pale nth wilde, and doe impor: 
Some maiſadyventure. 

Rom. Tuſh, thou art deceiv'd ; 
Leave me, and doerherthing Ibid thee doe. 


K 3 _. Haſt 


— 


The moſt lamentable "rd 7 
Haſt thou noLerters anne” J23t ad i X 
*'] Aft. No my good Lofd,e © «4 | nil po old e Ohh 

9 : #Þ "Exiv, 08: -29 ) 


Rom, Nomarterzget 
Andhire thoſe Horſes, eget theegns, rhoe ſtraight. | 
Well J=/ier, Twill fewhhahees CF fn LAST Ib 
Let's ine 1/m tn 5 re CEEe 
To enter inthetho 
I doe remember an Apc 
And hereabonrs he fate THothd: - 


Intattred weeds = N: 1 
- 


Culling of firm les; 3 
Gin n corhebons, 


Sharpe miſÞry 
Andinhis wry hopaT 7 
An Allegater Mobi Fe 198 - / . = a 
Ofill ſhap' fiſhey/andh about hiethelves” - 23 t19: 
beggerly aceomprof reboxes; >: ; 
ihr Ny blanc and rd mpfiie feds, 


Remnants of rhred;indold Cakes ot Rolcg 
Werethinly ſcatter 


to y% ER 
Noring this 7 emtyrro a Man. COINEE 


Andi. it a man Eid need a poyſon how, 
Whoſe ſale is prefent death in Mans, 


Here lives a Caitifte wrerch wonldfellir him; 
O this ſame thought did eye 
Andc.his fame needy manemtfedl itme. ' 
_ I —_— _ = ts 
eing e ors is FO 
EY 2A en ans 
Apo. Who Says 
Ro. Come. 


Je ” 
A. -O 047378}: 


That the - wjutobrs alike may fall dea 
And tharthe truncke may be ys 
-* pant as haſty ponder fier'd. 


of Rom@ ad Juliet, 
Doth hurry from che facatl Canots wombe. Od 
Appo. Such morcall drug Thave, but Maxtvs's lay. * 
-1s death to any he that mters them - 
ow. Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednefle, 
And tear'ft to dye? fainine1s inthy checkes, 
Need and oppreſſion Rarverti-in thune eyes, 
Contempt and hang upon thy back, 
The world is not thy friend,nor che worlds lavy, 
The world affords no law to make theerich, | 
Then be nor poore, but breake ir and take this. . - * 
Apo. My pexetty burnoc my will conſents. 
Ros. I pay thy poverty , and nat thy will. ; 
Apo. Pur this navy: quid thing you will, . - 
And drinke icoft'; and il you had the firengeh 
Oftwenty men, it woulddifpatch you firaighe, 
Ro. There is thy gold venſepotion to mens foules, 
Doing more murders in this loarhibme woe ld, - 
Than theſe poor conpennds that thou mailt noc fell: 
Tfell thee poyſon, thou haſt fold me none. . 
Farewell, buy foad, and ger thy ſelfe in fleſh. 
Come Cordiall and noe-poyſon, goe with me 
' To Juliers grave for thexe muſt Inſethoe. 
__EFxoant 
Enter Frier Johnto Frier Laurence. 
Joh. Holy Franciſcan Frier, brother, ho. 
Enter Laurence. 
Las. This ſame (ſhould be the voice of Frier Jobp, 
Welcome from Aantu : what ayes Rowes? 
Or ifhis minde be wric,give me his Letter. - 
Job. Going ra finde a baretdor brorher our, 
Oneofour Order, toaffocaceme, . 
Here inthe City. vifiting rhe ficke, = 
And finding him ;the Searchers of the rowne, 
S _— ear or houſe 
wW infe&ions peftilence didraigne, : 
Seal'd up the doores, and would nor ler us forth, 
So that my ſpeed ro Aarne there was ſtaid, 
BRAT 


L 
_— 


Las. 


| The moſt lamentable Tragedy 

Lan. W ho bare my letter then to Romes? 
' John. ]could nor ſend it, hereit is againe, 
Nor get a Meſſenger to bring it thee, 

So fearefull were they of infettion. 

Las. Unhappy fortune , by my brotherhood 
The letter was not nice, bur full of charge, - 
Of deare import; and the negleCting ic 
May doe much danger. Frier Joh goe hence, 
Get me an iron Crow , and bring it ſtraighr 
Unto my Cell. 


. 'Ex#, 
 Jobn. Brother Ile goe and bring it thee. 
| om Now aibIÞd the Monument alone, 
Within theſethree houres will faire Jalier wake ; 
She will beſhrew me muck chat Rowes 
Hath had nonorice of theſe accidents : 
Bur 1will write agaime tO Marta, 
And keepeher army Cell till Rowes come, 
Poore living coarſe clos'd ina dead mans rombe. - 
Ex. 
Enter Paris and bu Page. 
Par.Give methy torch boy,hence, & ſtand aloofe, 
4 rotor ,for Iwould _ ſeene: 
er young trees lay thee all along, 
Holding _—_— cloſe ro he ollow ground, 
So ſhall no foot upon the Churchyard cread, 
og ect) unfirme, with digging np of graves, 
Bur thou ſhalr heare it : whiſtle rhentome, 
As fignall chat thou heareſt ſomething approach. 
Give me thoſe flowers, doe as I bid thee, goe. 
Page. ]amalmoſtafraid roftandalone 
| Herein che Churchyard , yer Twill advencure. 
Par. Sweet flower,with flowers thy bridall bed I firew : 
O woe, thy Canopy is duſt and Rones, 3 
Which with ſweer water nightly I will new; 
Or wanting thar, with teares diftill'd by mones, 
The Obſequies thatI for thee will keepe, 


Nightly 


'of Romeo and Julict, _ 
9 ſhall be,to ſtrew — ave and weep: 
le gh 
The w GO a 
Tocroſſe my ebſoqnic m— ns veel 
What with a torch ? night muffle me a 
. Emter Romeo and Balthazer hu mar: 
Rew. Give methe marrocke and rhe wrenchung won. 
 Hold,rakethis lerter ,carly in the morning 
—— ir co my nag farher. _ 
Give me the Ichargethee 
Whar ere vonbea orer _—_— all aloote, 
And doe not interrupt loft, 
Why Ideſcend into ms is bed 


By heaven Iwillteare ee inet joint, 

And ftrew this hnngry ewe limbs: 

Thertime and my:intents area 

ow rpc more A er _ 
an empty Tigers,orthe roaring +e3k 

Bal. Teeiltbe gone fe; ——— 

Roms. So (halt thoaſhew me friendſhip : 
Live and he profperons, and farewell 

Bal. For all chis ſame Ile hide -me 
His lookes 1 feare, and his intents Idonbr. . 

Rem. Thou deteftable may, thou wombe of deaths. 
Gorg'd with the deareſt morſellofrhe earth, . 
Thus I enforce thy rocten jawes to open, 
And indeſpite Ile racheewhhanethad: | 

Par. This is that baniſhrt haughty Mount ague, - 
That murdred my Loves confin; with which griete - | 
| — is ſuppoſedthe _ creatwe died; , 


ake thon thir, 
fellow. \ 


2 


The moſt lamentable Tragedy 

And here is come to doe ſome villainous ſhame 
To the dead bodies : | will apprehend him. 
Stop thy untallowed royle vile — Es 
Can vengeance be purſu'd further than death ? 
Condemned villaine I doe apprehend thee, 
Obey and goe with me, for thon muſt dye. 

Rom. I mult indeed, andthereforecame I hither: 
Good gentle youth rempr not a deſperate man, 
Fly hence and leave me, thinke theſe gone, 
Letthem affright thee. I beſeech thee yourk, 
Pur nor another ſinne upon my head 


By urging me to fury : O be gone, | 

BY TS I love theb berrer | an my ſelfe, 

Por I come ucher armed _ my ſelte : 

Stay not; be gone, live, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bad thee runaway. _. .. v 7. 
' Par. I doe dehie thy commilſerarion, FI: P 

And apprehend thee for a Felon here. I 
Rom, Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thoe Boy. 
Page. O Lord they fight , Iwill goe call the watch, 

___ Par.OlIamſlaine: ifthou be mercifult . 
Open the rombe, lay mewith J=l:er. 


Rom. In faith I will: let meperuſethisface : 
Atercutio's kinſman , noble Part | 


What faid my manwhen my berofled ſoule 
| Did not attend him as we rode? Ithinke | 
He told me Pars ſhould have married Jutier, 
Said he not ſo? or did I dreame 1t fo ? 

Oraml mad, hearing him talke of Jaliet, 
Tothinke ic was 0? Ogive methy hand, 
rg with me in fowre misfortunes booke. 
Ile bury thee ina triumphant grave: 
A grave! O no, aLanthorne flaughtred yourh; - 

For here FRE and her beantie makes 
This vaul: a feafting preſence full of light. | . 
Death lyethon there by a dead man interr'd. 41 
— Howoftwhenmenare at the point of death, 


of Romeo and Juliet; 
Hayethey becne merry, which their Keepers call 
= li ning before death ? Oh how may I 
this a lightning? O my Love, my W ife, 
Death thar hath ſuckt rhe honey of ih breath, 
Hath had no power yer upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd, beauties enſigne yer 
Is crimſon in thy lips, and in thy cheekes : 
And deaths pale flag ts not advanced there, 
Tibalt,lyeſt thonthere in thy bloody ſheet? 
O what more favour can I doe tothee, 
Thanwiththat hand that cnt thy youth in twaine 
To ſunder his that was thine enemy? 
_ me couſin. Ah deare Fslier, 
hy arr thou yet fo faire? Iwill beleeve, - 
Sal I1 belek that nnſubſtantiall death is amorons? 
And that the lean abhorred monſter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 
For feare of chat I fill will tay with thee, 
' And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart againe : bak here will Iremaine, 
With wormes that are thy chambermaides ; O here 
WillI ferup my everlaſting reſt, 
And "dry fs. yu of inanſpicious ſtarres 
From this world-wearied fleſh : eyes look your laſt, 
Armes take your laſt embrace ; and lips, O you 
The dooresof breath, ſealewitha ighren kifſe 
A dateleſſe bargaine to ingroſſing death : 
Come bitter condu& , comeunſyourie guide, 
Thon deſperate Pilor, now at once runon 
The daſhing rockes thy ſea-ficke weary barke 
Here's tomy Love. 0: true Apothecary ! 


Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiſſe I dye. 


Emter Frier with Lanmthorne.crow.and ſpade. 


Fri. Saint Francss be my ſpeed; how oft to night 
 Havemyold feet ftumbledat graves! Who's there? 
£ 8 


Bal:, 


The moſt lamenteble Tyageay 


F alt. Here's one , a friend, and one that knoives you well. 
Fri. Blifſe be upon you : Tell m= good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainly lends his light 
To erubs and eyeleſle skulls : as Idiſcerne, 
I: b urneth'n the (pes monument. , 4 
Balt.]c doth o lioly Sir, and there's myMaſter,one that you 
love. _ 
Fri, Whois it ? 
Balt. Romeo. = # 

Fri. How long hath he bin there? 

Ba/t.Fulitalte an honre. , 

Fri. Goe with me coghe vaulr. 

B2lt.1darenot fir. \ 

My Maſter knorwes nor but I am gone hence, ' 

_ And fearefully did menace me with death, 

It I didtay to looke on his intents. 

Fri. Stay then,lle goe alone,feare comes upon me; 
O much I feare ſome 1ll unlucky thing. 

Balr. As I did fleepunder his young tree here, 
Tdreamt my Maſter and another fought, © ; 
And that my Maſter ilew him. | 

Fri. Romeo. 
Alacke, alacke, what blood is this which ſtaines 
The ſony entrance of this ſepulcher ? 
What meane theſe maſterlefle and goarie ſwords, 
Tolye dijcolour'd by this place of peace? 
Romeo,oh pale! who elle? what Pars to0? 
Gd ſeept inblood ? ah what an unkinde houre 
Is guilry of this lamentable chance ? 
The Lady ftrres. 

7+1.O comfortable Frier , where is my Lord? 
1 doe remember well where 1 ſhonld be, 
And there I am: where 18 my Romeo ? 

Frs.I heare ſome noiſe Lady, come from that neft 
Ofdeath,contagion,and unnaturall ſleepe : 

A greater power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents : come, come away, 


— 
, *H « — ob ante”. 
s . ps wt - a _—_—_— i. 


of Romco awd Julicr, 


Thy hnsban'! inthy bofome there lyes dead, 
And Pars too: come, lle diſpoſe of thee 
Among a ſiſter-hoot] of holy Nunnes. 

Stay nor toqneſtion , for the watch 1s comming. 
Come, goec good Juliet , I dare no longer lay. 


| Exit. 
7ul.Goe get thee hence, for I will not away. | 
What's here ? a cup clos'd in my true loves hand? ' © 


Poyſon [ec hath been histimeleſle end : 

O churcle! drinke all, and leave no friendly drop 
To helpe me after : I will kiſle thy lips, 

Haply ſome poyſon yer doth hang onthem, 

To make me dye with a reſtorative. 

Thy lips are warme. | 


Enter Boy and Watch. 


Watch,Lead boy, which way ? | 
Jl. Yea noiſe? then lle be briefe. O happy dagger 
This is thy ſheath, there ruſt, and ler medye. | 
Boy. This is the place, there where the torch doth burne. 
Watch, The grounds bloody , ſearch about the Churchyard 4 
Goe ſome of you, who ere you find atrach, | 
Pirifull Gght ? here lyes rhe County Maine, 
And Jwlict bleeding, warme, and newly dead, 
Who here hath laine theſe rwodaies buried, 
Goerell the Prince, runne tothe Capulets, « 
Raiſe up ,the Mowntagxes : ſome others ſearch ; 
We ſcerhe ground whereon theſe woes doe lye, 
Bur the true ground of all theſe piteons woes 
We cannot withour circumſtance deſcry, 


Enter Rome0's mar. 


Watch. Here's Remeo's man,we found him in the Churchyard. 
Chiefe Watch, Hold him in fafetyrill the Prince come huther, 


Enter Frier and another Watchman. 


3-Watch, Here iga Frier that trembles ; ſighes , and weepess* 
: WT L3 Wwe 


4 


| > 


The moſt lementable Tragedy 


We tooke this Mattocke and this pade from him, 
As -4 was comming from this Prep fide. 
Chiefe W.A greattiſpicion, rier tO0, 
4 FI Enter Pr rInce. 
' Prin. What miſadventure is ſo early ups 
That calls our perſon from onr morningsreſt? 
Enter Capulet and hu Wife. 
Ca. What ſhould it be - wa they fo ſhrike abroad? 
Wife. O the people inthe ch Romeo, 
Some J=l:er,and ſome Pars, and all runne 
With open outcry toward our Monument, 
Pris. W hat feare is this which ſtarrles in your eares? 
Watch. Soveraigne, here lyes the County Pars (laine, 
And Romeo dead, and Jwlier dead before, | 
Warme and new killa. fb 
Prin. Search, ſecke, and know how this foule murder comes. 
Watch. Here is a Frier, and ſlaughtred Reweo's man, 
Wirth inſtruments gponthem fit coopen | 
Theſe dead mens rombes, | 
os . O heaven! O wife! looke how our danghter bleeds! 
This hach miſta'ne, for lo his houſe 
Is empey on onthe backe of Aonntague, 
And is miſheathed in my daughters boſome. 
3.0 me, this f fight of detch i isasa Bell, 
That warnes my old age toa _ 
Enter Mon: 
Prin. Come Mountague, for thon art early up, 
To ſee thy ſonne and heire now early downe. 
Momus. Alas my Liege, my wife 1s dead to night, 
Criefe of my ms exile hath ftope her breath; . 
What further woe conſpires againſt my age 4 
Prix. Looke and thou ſhalr ſee. 
Afox.O thon untaught ! whar manners is inthis, 
To preſſe before thy farherto a grave? ; 
Pri, Seale An hers fora while, 
Till wecan ounce ambigniris, 


| I adtureni aces 


- _— 


of Romeo axd Juliet, 
And thenwill Ibe Generall of your woes, 
And lead yon even to deach : meane time forbeare, 
And let miſchance be ſlave to patience. | 
Bring forth the parties of _ 
Fri. Iamthe greateſt , ableto doe leaf, - 

"Yermoſt ſupe&ed , as therime and place 
Doe make againſt me, ofthis direfull murder ; 
And here I (tand , both ro impeach and purge 
My ſelfe condemned , and my ſclte excus'd. 

Pri. Then ſay at once what how doſt know in this. 

Fri, I will be briefe, for my ſhort date of breath 

Is not (o long as isa tedious tale. | 
Romeo there dead was husband tothat Juliet, 
And ſhe there dead that Romed's: faithfull wife; 

I married them, and their tolne marriage da 

Was Tiba/ts doomeſday ; whoſe untimely death 
Baniſht the new made Bri efrom his City, 
Por whom, and not for 7ibetr,7aliet pin'd. 

You, to remove thar fiege of griefe from her, 
'Betroch'd, and would have married her perforce, 
To County Pars. Then comes ſhero me, 
And with wild lookes bid me deviſe ome meanes 
Torid her from this ſecond age, 

Or in my Cell there would ſhe kill her ſelfe, 

Then gave I her (fo tarer'd by my Art) 
A ſleeping pocion, which 6 nr eftet 
As I intended ; for ir on her 
The forme of dearh : meane time 1 writ to Rowe? 
That he ſhould hicher come as this dire night, 
To helpe to take her from her borrowed grave, 
Being the time the potions force ſhould ceale. 
Bur he which bore my letrer , Frier Job», 


OO— | 
Rerurn'd my letter backe : then all 
Art the prefixed houre ofher waking - 


F 4 Came Itotake her from her kindreds vault, 
Meaningto keepe her cloſely at my Cell, 


Tilt 


_ : —— 


— 


Wed id 


The moſt lamentable Tragedy 
TillT conveniently could ſend. ro Rewes. i oP. 
Bur when I came ſome minneererhe time | 
Of her awaking, here untumebplay - . 4 4e- 
The noble Parts, and true Romeo dead. | 
She wakes, and I entreated her come forth, - 
And bearethis worke of heaven with patiences 
Bur then a noiſe did (care me from the tombe, - 
And ſhe roo deſperate would nor gae with me; - - | 
Bmt asit ſeemes did violence on her lelfe. 
 AllthisIknow,and tothe marriage the Nurſe is privie: 
And if ought inthis miſcarried by my faulr, = 
Let my old life be acrific'd ſome hour before the time, 
- Untothe rigour of fevereſt lav. | 
Pri, We till have knowne theefor a holy man. 
\W here's Romes's man? what cafhe ſay co this ? 
Bal.1 brought my Maſter newes of Jaliets deathly - 
And m_ in w__ — 0 EE wy 
To this ſame place, cothis 5 OE tz 
Thislercer 4 prabe's bid me give his Farher, . 
And threatned me with death going in the vanlcy . 
If I departed nor and left himthere. © © 
Pri. Give me the letter, I will looke on it» | 
\W here is the Counties Page that rais'dthe Watch ? 
Sirrah,whar made your Maſter in thisplace ? 
Boy. He came with flowers to ſtrew his Ladtes grave, © | | 
- Andbid me ſtand aloofe; and fo 1 did: :. + Ot: my 
Anon comes one with light coope the tombe, | | 
And by and by my Maſter drew on him, -*  , _ w | 
And then Tran away tocall the watch. ' © SF 
Pri. This letter doth make good the Friers words, : ' * 


| Theircourſe of love, thetidings of herdeath;” : 
And herehe writes that he did buy a poyſon Fe | 
Of a poore Pothecary , and therewithall - - > Cw 


Came rtothis vault, to dye and lye with Juljer. 


Where be theſe enemies? Capmlet, Monntagne, 
See what a ſcourge is laid upon your hate, 


That heaven findes meanes to k11l your joyes with love; do 
T1: And 


*; 


A \ 
e - 
; a meg -þ 
. % 
_ —_ ; - et _— -S was LO - 
-_ _ —_—— 


of Romeo axd Julict. 
And I for winking ar your diſcords too 
Have loſt a braſe of Kin{men :all are puniſhr. 
Cap. O brother Aonntague, give me thy hand 3 
'' This1s my daughters jointure, for no more 
CanI demand, , ; 
Aon. But I can give thee more : 
For Iwill raiſe her ſtatue in pure gold, 


That whiles Verona by that name is knowne, 
_ There ſhall no fignre at rhar rate be ſer, 


Asthat of true and faithfull Jwlier. : 
Cap. Asrich ſhall Roweo's by his Ladies lye : 

Poore ſacrifices of our enmity. 0 . 
Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings : 


The ſun for ſorrow will not ſhew his head. 

Goe hence to have more talke of theſe ſad things, 
Some ſhall be pardoned, and fome puniſhed. 

For never was a Storie of more woe, 

Than this of J=lier and her Romes. 
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